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is the senior class at Shadyside High doomed? That's 
the prediction Trisha Conrad makes at her summer 
party—and it looks as if she may be right. Spend a 
year with the FEAR STREET seniors, as each month in 
this new 12-book series brings horror after horror. 
Will anyone reach graduation day alive? 


Only R.L. Stine knows... 


Mira Block 

LIKES: : 

Going to clubs, guys in bands, sexy clothes 

REMEMBERS: 

The cemetery, senior camp-out, hanging out with Clarissa 
HATES: 

Waifs, talking on the phone, psychics 


QUOTE: 
“Don’t hate me cause I’m beautiful.” 


“That sas is mine.” 


Trisha Conrad 


LIKES: 

Shopping in the mall my dad owns, giving fabulous parties, Gary Fresno 
REMEMBERS: 

The murder game, the senior table at Pete’s Pizza 

HATES: 

Rich girl jokes, bad karma, overalls 

QUOTE: 

“What you don’t know will hurt you.” 


F >a Cortez 


Clark Dickson 
LIKES: 
Debra Lake, poetry, painting 


REMEMBERS: 

Trisha’s party, the first time | saw Debra 
HATES: 

Nicknames, dentists, garlic pizza, tans 


QUOTE: 
“Fangs for the memories.” 


Jennifer Fear 


LIKES: 
Basketball, antique jewelry, cool music 


REMEMBERS: . 
The doom spell, senior cut day, hanging with Trisha and Josie 


HATES: 
The way people are afraid of the Fears, pierced eyebrows 


QUOTE: 
“There’s nothing to fear but fear itself.” 


Jade Feldman 

LIKES: 

Cheerleading, expensive clothes, working out 
REMEMBERS: 

ice cream and gab fests with Dana 

HATES: 

Cheerleading captains, ghosts, SAT prep cuurses 


QUOTE: 
“You get what you pay for.” 


Gary Fresno 


LIKES: 

Hanging out by the bleachers, art class, gym 

REMEMBERS: ) 

Cruisin’ down Division Street with the guys, that special night with 
that special person (you know who you are...) 

HATES: 

| My beat-up Civic, working after school everyday, cops 

QUOTE: 

“Don’t judge a book by its cover.” 


Kenny Klein 
LIKES: 
Jade Feldman, chemistry, Latin, baseball 


REMEMBERS: 
The first time | beat Marla Newman in a debate, Junior Prom with Jade 


HATES: 
Nine-year-olds who like to torture camp counselors, cafeteria food 


QUOTE: 
“Look before you leap.” 


Stacy Malcolm 
LIKES: 
Sports, funky hats, shopping 


REMEMBERS: 
Running laps with Mary, stuffing our faces at Pete’s, Mr. Morley and Rob 


HATES: 

Psycho killers, stealing boyfriends 
QUOTE: 

“College, here | come!” 


Josh Maxwell 


LIKES: 

Debra Lake, Debra Lake, Debra Lake 

REMEMBERS: 

Hanging out at the old mill, senior camp-out, Coach's pep talks 
HATES: 

Funeral homes, driving my parents’ car, tomato juice 

QUOTE: 

“Sometimes you don’t realize the truth until it bites you right on 
the neck.” 


Josie Maxwell 
LIKES: 
Black clothes, black nail polish, black lipstick, photography 


REMEMBERS: 
Trisha’s first senior party, the aiid wall 


HATES: 

Algebra, evil spirits (including Marla Newman), being compared to my 
stepbrother Josh 

QUOTE: 

“The past isn’t always the past—sometimes it’s the future.” 


Mickey Myers 

LIKES: 

Jammin’ with the band, partying, hot girls 

REMEMBERS: 

Swimming in Fear Lake, the storm, my first gig at the Underground 
HATES: 

Dweebs, studying, girls who diet, station wagons 


QUOTE: 
“Shadyside High rules!” 


Marla Newman 
LIKES: 
Writing, cool clothes, being a redhead 


REMEMBERS: 
Yearbook deadlines, competing with Kenny Klein, when Josie put a spell 
on me (ha ha) 


HATES: 
Girls who wear all black, guys with long hair, the dark arts 


QUOTE: 
“The power is divided when the circle is net round.” 
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Mary O Connor 
LIKES: 
Running, ripped jeans, hair spray 
REMEMBERS: 
Not being invited to Trisha’s party, rat poison 
HATES: 
Social studies, rich girls, cliques 


QUOTE: 
“Just say no.” 


Dana Palmer 


LIKES: 
Boys, boys, boys, cheerleading, short skirts 


REMEMBERS: 
Senior camp-out with Mickey, Homecoming, the back seat 


HATES: 
Private cheerleading performances, fire batons, sharing clothes 


QUOTE: 
“The bad twin always wins!” 


Deirdre Palmer 
LIKES: 
Mysterious guys, sharing clothes, old movies 


REMEMBERS: 
The cabin in the Fear Street woods, sleepovers at Jen’s 


HATES: 
Being a “good girl,” sweat socks 


QUOTE: 
“What you see isn’t always what you get.” 


Will Reynolds 
LIKES: | 
The Turner family, playing guitar, clubbing 


REMEMBERS: 
The first time Clarissa saw me without my dreads, our booth at Pete's 


HATES: 
Lite FM, the clinic, lilacs 


QUOTE: 
“| get knocked down, but | get up again...” 


Ty Sullivan 
LIKES: 
Cheerleaders, waitresses, Fears, psychics, brains, football 


REMEMBERS: : 
The graveyard with you know who, Kenny Klein's lucky shot 


HATES: : 
Painting fences, Valentine’s Day 


QUOTE: 


Justin Thompson 

LIKES: 

Computers, that special person, the Beastie Boys, Barry White 
REMEMBERS: 

Don't want to remember anything about Shadyside 

HATES: | 

Having my face shoved in the toilet, being chased by Ty and Gary 


QUOTE: 
“You're my everything.” 


Clarissa Turner 

LIKES: 

Art, music, talking on the phone 

REMEMBERS: 

Shopping with Debra, my first day back to school, eating pizza with Will 
HATES: 

Mira Block 


QUOTE: 
“Real friendship never dies.” 


Matty Winger 

LIKES: 

Computers, video games, Star Trek 

REMEMBERS: 

The murder game—good one Trisha 

HATES: 

People who can’t take a joke, finding Clark’s cape with Josh 


QUOTE: 
“Don't worry, be happy.” 


Phoebe Yamira 


LIKES: 
Cheerleading, gymnastics, big crowds 
REMEMBERS: 
That awesome game against Waynesbridge, senior trip, 
tailgate parties 
HATES: 
When people don’t give it their all, liars, vans 
QUOTE: , 
“Today is the first day of the rest of our lives.” 


Robe Stine 
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hate her. 
The way she struts up and down the 
sidelines as if she owns the football field. 
The way her shiny black hair always 
falls into place at her shoulders after an acro- 
batic flip. 

I hate her dark eyes, her exotic high cheek- 
bones, her petite figure—slender, yet muscu- 
lar from hours of daily practice. 

Phoebe Yamura, head cheerleader. 

Little Ms. Perfect. 

Sickening. 

“Come on, guys!” Phoebe called out, clap- 
ping her hands to get everyone’s attention. 
“We're either going to nail this cheer or drop it 
from our routine. There’s no room for slackers 
on this squad.” 

Comments like that make me want to reach 
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out and do it. I’ve waited so long to make her © 
pay. I’ve had my chances, but I’ve hung back. | 
Watching. 
Waiting. 
“This time, let’s put some life into it,” 
Phoebe ordered. “Everyone into formation.” 
The other cheerleaders took their places | 
around Phoebe. : 
“Let’s try it again, okay?” she shouted. | 
“Ready? Begin!” : 
“Oh, we’re gonna get you! Oh, yeah! We’re © 
gonna catch you!...” the voices chanted. 
I smiled. Because the words were true. 
So true. q 
“’m gonna get you,” | 1 song in. “Oh, yeah. 
I’m gonna catch you. . , 


Chapter One 


hy did I agree to come here? Phoebe 
wondered, shivering. 

Outside, warm sunlight washed 
over the football field and track. 

But here, under the bleachers, it was damp 
and dark. Creepy. Very creepy. 

The smell of mud and stale popcorn made 
Phoebe sick to her stomach as she moved 
deeper into the gloom. 

Then something moved. A flickering 
shadow. 

Phoebe took a cautious step forward. Was 
someone there? 

“Gotcha!” a voice growled from behind her. 

A pulse of fear hammered in Phoebe’s ears 
as strong hands pulled her back. 

“No!” she choked out, her arms flailing 
defensively. She broke free and spun around. 
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“Ty!” She let out a breath of relief. “Were 
you trying to break my neck?” 

“Nah. I just love a good scare,” he said, 
squeezing her arm. “And the way you were 
tiptoeing around in here... you should have 
seen yourself, Phoebe. What are you afraid 
of? Me?” 

Ty grinned, and Phoebe’s annoyance 
started to melt away. His light blue eyes 
always did that to her. Made her forget that 
she was angry with him. | 

“It’s creepy under here,” she said. 

“Yeah.” Ty stepped closer, into a slat of sun- — 
light that streamed through the bleachers. — 
“Kind of cool,” he said, grinding one of his 
football cleats into the mud. 

Across the field, the coach shouted 
instructions for the first practice drill. 
Players milled around, forming their lines. 
Any minute now the coach would notice that 
Ty was missing. 

And Phoebe’s squad would be waiting for 
her on the track. With the state cheerleading 
competition coming up, the girls practiced 
_ almost every day. 

- Leaving hardly any time for other things, 
Phoebe thought. Like hanging out with Ty. 

“I wish we could meet in normal Places,” 
she told him. 

Ty reached out to take her hands. In his 
football gear he towered over her. “Hey,” he 
said, “I’m not the one with the psycho dad.” 
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Phoebe sighed. She was a senior in high 
school and her parents still wouldn’t let her 
go out with guys. But even if they did, they'd 
never let her go with someone like Ty Sullivan. 
He was the ultimate all-American guy. 

Phoebe’s parents were old-fashioned. And 
Phoebe knew they weren’t entirely comfort- 
able with some American traditions. After all, 
they weren’t born here, the way she was. 

Phoebe respected them, but if she didn’t — 
take matters into her own hands, she’d never 
get a date. 

“It’s not fair that we have to hide from your 
parents,” Ty complained. 

“I know,” she told him. “I hate sneaking 
around.” 

“Well, can’t you just talk to them? Tell them 
what a great guy I am?” He grinned. 

“Of course you're a great guy, Ty. But my 
parents—they think other things are more 
important. Like grades. And getting into the 
right school. Listen, I’m lucky they’re letting 
me cheer, let alone be captain of the squad. If 
I hadn’t pointed out that extracurricular lead- 
ership looks good on a college application—” 

Something creaked. 

Phoebe stopped talking and glanced behind 
her. “Ty, I think someone’s watching us.” 

“Who cares?” | 

“I do. With all the kids who died this 
year ...” Phoebe shuddered. “Even Greta. | 
mean, it’s so scary.” 


FEAR STREET Seniors | 


Greta Bradley had been a cheerleader, too. — 
And Ty’s girlfriend. Then she died at Jennifer — 
Fear’s New Year’s Eve party. Sometimes | 
Phoebe felt a little weird about going out with © 
Ty. She even tried to talk to him about it, but — 
he always changed the subject. — j 

Ty wrapped his arms around Phoebe’s © 
waist. “Let’s talk about something else, | 
okay?” He leaned down and kissed her. 

Whoa! No wonder so many girls liked Ty, | 
Phoebe thought. She was probably crazy to © 
fall for a guy like him. Everybody knew that — 
he went out with a lot of girls. But I can’t help ~ 
myself, Phoebe thought. He’s so hot. 1 

Through the slats of the bleachers, Phoebe — 
saw that most of the cheerleaders were on — 
the track, warming up for practice. q 

“I should go,” she said, letting Ty’s football © 
jersey slip out of her fingers. j 

“Yeah, okay,” he answered. “Just one more — 
thing.” q 

He pulled her close and kissed her again. _ 

Her knees felt weak, and she leaned against — 
him. Phoebe closed her eyes and started to © 
relax. ... 

Creeeak! 

“What was that noise?” she whispered. 

Ty shrugged. “I didn’t hear anything.” 4 

An uneasy feeling traveled up Phoebe’s ~ 
spine. “Someone is watching us.” She leaned — 
away from Ty, searching the shadows. — 
“Maybe someone’s in the bleachers spying on — 
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us through the slats.” 

“So what?” Ty pulled her back into his 
arms. “Let’s give them something to watch.” 

_ But Phoebe wanted to get out of there— 
right then. “Look, I really have to go,” she told 
Ty. 

Ty nodded and picked up his football hel- 
met. “Whatever.” 

“Can you give me a ride home after prac- 
tice?” she asked. 

He shook his head. “I’m going for burgers 
with some of the guys.” 

“Sullivan! Where are you?” the coach called 
from the field. 

“Got to go.” Ty pressed a finger into the 
dimple on Phoebe’s cheek. “See you later,” he 
said, and he trotted off into the sunlight. 

Phoebe straightened her sweatshirt and 
hurried out from under the bleachers, head- 
ing for the track and the other cheerleaders. 

She saw Joey Allen, Samantha Harper, and 
Caitlin Lemonda chatting with Griffin Smith, 
who was stacking hurdles at the edge of the 
track. Griffin worked in the athletic depart- 
ment and as a part-time custodian for the 
school. 

_ “Where are Jade and Dana?” Phoebe called 
as she approached the girls. 

Joey and Caitlin shrugged. 

They’re probably flirting with the football 
players—as usual, Phoebe thought. 

But they weren’t. Phoebe spotted Jade 


7 


FEAR STREET Seniors — 


Feldman and Dana Palmer huddled together on 
the second row of the bleachers, whispering. 
Maybe they’re the ones who were watching 
Ty and me, Phoebe thought. But she wasn’t 
going to ask. What was the point? Jade and 
Dana would never admit it; they always gave 
her a hard time about everything. Well, 
mostly it was Jade. Dana usually went along 
with whatever Jade did. What a follower. 

Phoebe reached the other cheerleaders on 
the track. She hoped Jade and Dana would 
join them before she had to say something to 
them. 

“We ran into Ms. Bell outside the father 
~ room,” Joey said. “Samantha’s uniform will be 
ready for Saturday’s game.” 

“Great,” Phoebe said, then smiled at 
Samantha. “We need you for our half-time 
cheers.” 

“I feel kind of weird,” Samantha replied, 
tucking her long red hair behind her ears. 
“It’s great to be on the squad. But replacing 
Greta... it’s so awful.” 

The cheerleaders were still getting over 
Greta’s death. It had been so quick. So 
unexpected. 

One minute she was having fun at Jennifer’s 
party. The next minute a huge ceramic bowl 
fell on her head. 

Killing her. 

“It was terrible,” Phoebe murmured. “But it 
was an accident. Not like Danielle.” 
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Danielle Cortez was murdered, Phoebe 
remembered, shivering. On the very first day 
of school. Her blood was drained by some 
vampire killer. The police never caught him. 

“I think Trisha Conrad is right,” Caitlin said 
quietly. Caitlin was the shy girl on the squad. 
“The senior class is doomed.” 

“It makes you wonder who’s next,” Joey 
added grimly. “Have you seen the memorial 
wall? They added Greta’s name last week.” 

Phoebe shuddered. She didn’t want to 
believe that the seniors of Shadyside High 
were doomed to die—even if the cheerlead- 
ing squad had lost two of its members. It was 
too scary to think that way. 

Jade and Dana finally joined the group, and 
Phoebe made an effort not to meet their eyes. 

“Okay, you guys, this is our first practice 
with Samantha,” Phoebe announced, eager to 
change the subject. “And | think she’s going 
to be great for the squad.” 

“Too bad she can’t do a triple backflip,” 
Jade muttered. 

Phoebe saw Samantha frown. Jade was the 
only one who could do a triple backflip, and 
she loved to rub it in. 

“Hey, everybody has their own specialty.” 
Phoebe raised her voice so that all the girls 
could hear. “And where are we going in two 
weeks?” 

“The state competition!” Joey and Caitlin 
exclaimed. 
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“I know it’s been a rough year,” Phoebe 
admitted. “But this is our last shot at the 
state competition. Let’s stop trying to outdo 
each other and start working together. As a 
team.” | 

Silence. The other cheerleaders stared at 
her. 

“Come on, guys, let’s get it together!” 
Phoebe shouted. 

“Let’s go!” Joey chimed in, clapping her 
hands. 

As the girls lined up, Phoebe felt a shot of 
adrenaline pump through her. We can do this, 
she thought. We’re a team. 

“Okay,” Phoebe said. “Let’s work on the 
Victory cheer. Samantha can do the spread- 
eagle jump at the end. I'll boost her into the 
air. Jade and Dana—you guys catch her.” 

The girls tightened up the line. 

“Victory!” Phoebe called out, “Let’s go!” 

“V-I-C-T-O-R-Y!” they shouted, stepping out to 
form the letter V as they spelled. “Victory is our 
battle cry!” They clapped out a rhythm in time 
with their carefully synchronized motions. 

The V evolved into a more elaborate stunt. 

Caitlin and Joey turned cartwheels out to 
the sides. Phoebe knelt and Samantha 
climbed onto her shoulders. 

“Victory!” they shouted. 

Phoebe felt Samantha’s feet spring off 
her shoulders. From the corner of her eye 
she watched Sam jump—high, arched back, — 
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outstretched legs. Her form was perfect. 

Samantha flew into Jade’s and Dana’s 
arms. But their grip came loose. Jade fell 
back and... 

Samantha shot down. 

Straight down. 

“Sam!” Phoebe screamed. 

Samantha’s elbow banged onto the ground. 
One of her legs hooked underneath her. Her 
back twisted into an unnatural position. 

Phoebe’s stomach wrenched. “Sam!” she 
cried again. 

But Sam didn’t answer. She didn’t even 
move. 

Phoebe and the other cheerleaders hov- 
ered around Samantha’s lifeless body. 

“Oh, no!” Phoebe screamed. “She’s dead!” 


Chapter Two 


e... we need help,” Joey stammered. 
“Call an ambulance!” Phoebem j 
cried. “And get Ms. Bell!” q 

Joey scrambled to her feet and — 
ran toward the school. Caitlin knelt in the © 
grass. Jade and Dana stared down at © 
-Samantha’s body. 

Then Samantha groaned. And tried to push ~ 
herself up. q 

“Are you Okay?” Phoebe asked. ] 

Samantha lay back and rubbed her neck. 
“Just ...] need a minute ...to catch...my@ 
breath.” 4 

Phoebe called to Joey, who circled back. — 

When Joey reached the group she leaned 
over Sam. “Hey, girl,” she said gently, “we © 
were about to call a rescue team.” a 

“Maybe you should call the police,” 
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Samantha muttered. She glared at Dana and 
Jade. “What was that? Are you guys crazy?” 

“If you...I1...I’m sorry,” Dana faltered, 
her green eyes wide with fear. 

Jade crossed her arms and frowned. 

“Don’t you have anything to _ say?” 
Samantha demanded of her. | 

Jade shrugged her shoulders. “Oops.” 

“You did that on purpose!” Samantha 
sprang to her feet and lunged at Jade. 

Joey grabbed Sam by the shoulders and 
tried to pull her away from Jade, who seemed 
unfazed. | 

“| made a mistake,” Jade said. “I don’t know 
what went wrong. Must be that senior curse 
thing happening again. After all, it happened 
to Danielle and Greta.” 

“Okay, Jade,” Phoebe said firmly. “I don’t 
know how it happened, but you just dropped 
a team member. At least you can apologize.” 

“Sorry,” Jade said. 

Phoebe stared at Jade. What was her 
problem? | 

“What’s going on, girls?” Ms. Bell asked. 

Phoebe stiffened. Their coach and advisor 
had slipped into the huddle while the girls 
were arguing. 

“Samantha had an accident,” Jade said 
before anyone else could answer. “She fell on 
her butt.” 

Ms. Bell turned to Sam, who was rubbing 
her elbow. “Are you all right?” | 
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Sam nodded. ; 

Ms. Bell folded her arms over her clip- 
_ board. “Look, I don’t want to lecture you girls 
on safety. We’ve been over it a dozen times. 
I'd rather cut out a stunt than take any 
chances.” 

“The stunt is safe,” Phoebe insisted. “I 
mean, it will be. We just need more practice.” 
The last thing Phoebe wanted was to scale 
down their cheers. Without jumps and flips, 
they would bomb at the competition. 

“I don’t know.” The coach raked a hand 
over her short blond hair. “We’ll focus on a 
few lifts this afternoon. See how it goes. And, 
Jade...” Ms. Bell glanced down at her clip- 
board and bit her lip. “Jade, Mr. Craig talked 
to me about your chemistry grade.” 

Jade’s eyes widened. “But I’ve been 
studying.” 

“Your grade is still slipping,” Ms. Bell said 
gently. “You know the rules. Pass the next test 
or you'll be on academic probation. Off the 
squad.” 

Jade stared down at the ground. “I'll pass.” 

Phoebe felt a little sorry for Jade. She’d 
been through the same routine with her own 
parents. They told her she’d have to quit the 
squad if her grades slipped even a little. 
Phoebe couldn’t imagine not cheering. It was 
the only fun thing her parents let her do. 

“Okay, girls,” Ms. Bell said. “Hit the ground 
for stretching exercises.” 


14 


E SS a 
ee ee ee ee ee —= s: 


Fight, Team, Fight! 


Phoebe sat down on the grass, felt some- 
thing tickle her bare leg, and jumped back up. 
She saw that it was only an ant, heading 
toward a nearby anthill. 

A couple of the other cheerleaders glanced 
over at her and giggled. They all know I’m 
afraid of bugs, Phoebe thought. How 
embarrassing. 

Shuddering, Phoebe moved a few feet away 
and sat to resume stretching her legs. Jade 
was beside her. 

“You know, I can help you with your chem 
grade,” Phoebe told her quietly. 

Jade glared at her. 

“Really. Pll tutor you,” Phoebe offered. 
“Chemistry is no problem for me. Besides, it’ll 
help me study, too.” : 

“I don’t think so,” Jade snapped. “If I need 
help in chem, I'll get it from Kenny.” 

Jade went out with Kenny Klein, a straight 
A student at Shadyside. He even had a shot at 
being valedictorian. 

“Fine,” Phoebe said. “I’m just trying to help. 
Isn’t that what team support is about?” 

“Right,” Jade said sarcastically. “So maybe | 
should tutor you. You know. Help you be a 
better cheerleading captain.” 

“Yeah, Phoebe,” Dana added from nearby 
with a snicker. “You’re failing!” 

Phoebe rolled her eyes at Dana, then 
started another stretching exercise. Why 
were Jade and Dana always so nasty to her? 
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She shook her head and forced herself to con- 
centrate on what was really important. They 
had a long way to go to ace the state 
competition. 

But we'll make it, phwebe thought, gritting 
her teeth. I'll pull this squad together. Even if 
it kills me. 


The familiar smell of ammonia hit Phoebe 
as she opened the locker room door. Practice 
had ended on an up note. Ms. Bell had helped 
the squad polish three half-time cheers fOr 
Saturday’s game. 

“Hey, wait up!” someone called. 

Phoebe turned. Sneakers squeaked on the 
freshly waxed floor as an unfamiliar girl ran 
up to her. She was petite, with a turned-up 
nose and short dark hair. 

“You're Phoebe, right? Captain of the cheer- 
leading squad?” the girl asked. 

Phoebe nodded. 

“lm Gina Quinlan. | just transferred from 
Oswego High, and I want to be on the team.” 

“It’s too late,” Phoebe said. “Tryouts were 
held months ago. You'll have to wait until 
next year.” 

“But I’m a senior! You bine to give me a 
chance!” the girl insisted. 

Phoebe shrugged. “Sorry. Really. But it’s 
too late.” 

“Wait!” Gina planted herself between 
Phoebe and the lockers. “I have been a 
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cheerleader since my freshman year. I know I 
can help the squad. Look!” Gina twirled into a 
midair back flip, landing solidly. “Please. Just 
give me a shot, okay?” 

“Wow. You’re pretty good,” Phoebe said. 

“Please, please, please,” Gina said with a 
big smile. 

“Why don’t you give me your number?” 
Phoebe said. “I'll talk to our advisor.” 

“Really?” Gina dug into her backpack and 
pulled out a pen and a notepad. “And what? 
You'll get me a tryout?” : 

“I can’t promise anything,” Phoebe said, as 
the girl handed over the slip of paper. “But I'll 
see what I can do.” 

“That’s great!” Gina exclaimed. “I'll check 
with you tomorrow.” Then she dashed away. 

Phoebe, stepping carefully around the wet 
area of the floor and a mop and bucket 
propped against the lockers in one corner, 
moved toward her locker. | 

“Queen Phoebe thinks she knows every- 
thing,” she overheard Jade’s voice saying 
from somewhere nearby. “Ordering us around. 
Who does she think she is?” 

“Head cheerleader,” Dana replied. “That’s 
who.” 

“Not if I can help it,” Jade replied. 

Phoebe’s chest felt tight. Why does Jade 
hate me so much? she wondered. Just because 
I’m head cheerleader and she’s not? Phoebe 
couldn't help it if Ms. Bell had chosen her. 
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And she wasn’t going to hide like a mouse 4 
while Jade and Dana talked about her. 
Phoebe rounded the end of a row of lockers — 
and confronted the two girls. “I heard what ~ 
you said,” she told them. q 
Jade glared at her. “So what?” She contin- — 
ued dressing. 1 
Phoebe stared at Jade. Don’ t let them get to © 
you, she told herself. Just get dressed. — 
Pretend they don’t bother you. ... ‘ 
Phoebe squeezed past Jade and Dana. She © 
marched to her locker, yanked open the © 
door— | 
And gasped. 


Chapter Three 


y uniform!” Phoebe cried in horror, 
gazing into her locker. 

Her cheerleading outfit hung 
limply; torn to shreds. 

And with it a note. 
Phoebe’s pulse raced as she read the mes- 
sage: | : 

GIVE ME AN H-E-L-P. 

Phoebe reached into the locker and 
touched the mutilated skirt. Then she turned 
to Jade and Dana. “Very funny. Is this how 
you're going to help me be a better captain?” 

Jade glanced at Dana. Then looked at. 
Phoebe. “Why would you even think it was 
us?” she asked innocently. 

Phoebe waved the note at her. “Give me an 
H-E-L-P? Cute, Jade.” There was an edge to 
her voice. But inside, she was quivering. How 
could they do this to her? 
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“Look, Phoebe,” Dana said, “I don’t know 
what you’re talking about.” 

“Poor Phoebe.” Jade crossed her arms and 
stared at the shredded uniform. “Did you do 
this to make people feel sorry for you? Is that 
the only way you can get friends?” 

“I know you did this, Jade,” Phoebe replied. 

“Prove it,” Jade snapped and turned her 
back. 3 

I can’t prove it, Phoebe realized. 

But Jade’s probably going to fail that chem- 
istry test anyway, she thought. Then she’ll be 
off the squad. I won’t have to deal with her 
anymore. And Dana won't be half as rude 
without Jade around. 

She was relieved when Jade and Dana gath- 
ered their things and left the locker room. 

Phoebe changed from her workout sweats 
into her jeans and sweater. As she folded her 
sweatpants, a slip of paper fell out of her 
pocket. 

Gina’s phone number. 

Phoebe picked it up. I should talk to Ms. 


Bell about her, she thought. We'll need a 


replacement for Jade. 

Phoebe grabbed her backpack and 
slammed her locker shut. She found Ms. Bell 
in her office. — 

“There’s something I wanted to talk to you 
about,” Phoebe said, walking inside. Not 
wanting to be a snitch, she told the teacher 
that her uniform was damaged and that she’d 
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need a new one. But she didn’t say how it 
happened. Then she explained about Gina 
Quinlan. “And since she’s a senior, it’s her last 
chance to be a cheerleader.” 

Ms. Bell nodded. “We don’t usually make 
exceptions about late tryouts. But it’s been 
an... unusual year.” 

Phoebe swallowed hard. She knew the advi- 
sor was talking about the deaths of Danielle 
and Greta. 

“We do need an alternate,” Ms. Bell contin- 
ued. “Set up a tryout and we'll see what Gina 
can do.” 

“Thanks,” Phoebe said, turning away. She 
walked out of the office and down the hall of 
Shadyside High smiling. “Bye, Jade,” she mur- 
mured under her breath. 


The next morning Phoebe sat in chemistry 
class, checking over her answers to the mul- 
tiple-choice exam. A perfect score—she was 
sure of it. 

She had studied a lot the night before, and 
her mother had quizzed her, as usual. 

Meanwhile, two seats ahead of Phoebe, © 
Jade was visibly struggling. The class was 
almost over, and she was still erasing and 
scribbling on her paper. 

“Time’s up!” Mr. Craig called out. “Pass 
your test papers up the row.” 

Phoebe handed her test to Josh Maxwell. 
He put his paper on top and passed both up 
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to Jade, who was still writing frantically. Jade 
turned back, grabbed the tests, then contin- 
ued scribbling out answers. 

“Jade,” Mr. Craig said firmly, “let’s go. 
You’ve had the entire period to work on that.” 

Phoebe tucked her pencil into her back- 
pack. Jade was about to get kicked off the 
squad—as soon as Ms. Bell found out she 
failed this test. 

Phoebe sighed. She still felt a little sorry for 
Jade. 

But just a little. 


“Tigers growl! Tigers roar! 

Do it again—more, more, more!” 

Phoebe, sitting next to Ms. Bell in the 
bleachers, watched as Gina took command of 
the gym. 

Big moves, a booming voice, and a bright 
smile. 

Her white tights and bright orange leotard 
glowed against the hardwood floor of the gym 
as she turned cartwheels. Gina landed on her 
feet and flipped forward, stuck her landing, 
and flipped backward. 

Then she launched into an explosive 
spread eagle. Her legs swung out in a wide 
arc, sweeping the air briskly. Gina bounced 
onto her feet and finished with a perfect split 
and a huge smile. 

Phoebe and Ms. Bell jumped up from the 
bleachers and applauded. 
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“That was awesome!” Phoebe exclaimed. 

“Thanks, Gina,” Ms. Bell said. “Why don’t 
you go wait in my office while Phoebe and | 
discuss squad business?” 

“Sure! Take your time,” Gina said cheerfully, 
then ran off. : 

“Whoa!” Phoebe said as the door closed 
behind Gina. “She’s fantastic.” 

“I like her attitude,” Ms. Bell agreed. “Let’s 
hope her enthusiasm is contagious. Because 
now that Samantha has moved into Greta’s 
spot, we do need an alternate and equipment 
manager.” 

“Right.” Phoebe hesitated. “Actually, we 
may need Gina to step onto the squad,” she 
said. 

Ms. Bell glanced at Phoebe. “What do you 
mean?” 

“I saw Jade struggling with the chemistry 
test, and... .” She felt awkward talking about 
Jade’s grades with Ms. Bell. “It didn’t look 
good,” she finished weakly. 

“But I spoke to Mr. Craig this afternoon,” 
Ms. Bell replied. “Jade passed the test—with 
flying colors.” 

“Really?” Phoebe’s jaw dropped. She 
couldn't believe it. 

Ms. Bell stood and stepped down from the 
bleachers. “Anyway, I’m going to give Gina 
the good news.” 

How could this happen? Phoebe wondered. 
Jade was clearly in a panic during the test. 
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And everyone knew that she was awful at 
chemistry. How could she ace the test? 


The next morning, Mr. Craig shook his head 
as he paused at Phoebe’s desk and handed 
over her chemistry exam. “We’ll talk after q 
class,” he said. 1 

“Huh?” Confused, Phoebe unfolded hea j 
test. C-minus? “That’s impossible!” 

Sick to her stomach, Phoebe skimmed the! \ 
exam, trying not to think about what her 
parents were going to say when they saw it. | 

Wait a minute, Phoebe thought. The paper 
was covered with smudges. It looked as if the — 
answers had been changed a million times. 7 

Phoebe’s name was spelled out in the top © 
right-hand corner. But . q 

It’s not my writing, Phoebe realized. This | 
isn’t my test. a 

“I got an A!” Jade squealed from the front 7 
row. “I knew it!” | 

Jade beamed with pride, showing her test © 


paper to everyone around her. She cast a 7 


glance back to Phoebe, her mouth twisted in ~ 
a mocking grin. gy 
Jade must have switched test papers, — 
Phoebe thought. She must have erased my ~ 
name when I passed up my exam. 
Jade stole my A! 
The minute the bell rang, Phoebe gathered — 
up her stuff. Books in hand, she marched out — 
of the classroom, following Jade. “Jade, wait.” 
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But Jade kept walking. Her long dark hair 
swung back and forth across her back. 

“Jade!” Phoebe yelled, running after her. 
She grabbed the girl’s arm. 

Jade stopped and turned to Phoebe. 

“I can’t believe you did that!” Phoebe mut- 
tered. “You stole my A!” 

“Oh, Phoebe.” Jade sighed dramatically. 
“You said you wanted to help me out. | 
believed you.’ 

“You cheated,” Phoebe said. “And what 
about my grade? You stuck me with a 
C-minus!” 

“Isn’t that what teamwork is about?” Jade 
asked innocently. “You know, sacrificing for 
each other?” 

Phoebe’s nerves were ready to snap. Jade 
had ruined Phoebe’s chemistry average! 

Phoebe’s jaw clenched. “I’m not going to let 
you do this to me.” She hitched her backpack 
on her shoulder. “I’m going to talk with Mr. 
Craig.” 

Jade was silent as Phoebe turned and 
stormed off. 

She knows she’s wrong, Phoebe said to her- 
self. She can’t manipulate me. And as soon as 
our chemistry grades are straightened out, 
she’s off the squad! 

Phoebe fidgeted through French class. The 
bell finally rang, and she quickly gathered her 
books. Free period. Time to talk to Mr. Craig. 

She left the classroom and turned down the 
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hall. Glancing ahead at the chemistry lab, she 4 


blinked. 


Dana, Samantha, and Joey were huddled 4 
around the doorway. They hurried over to ~ 


Phoebe. | 
“Squad business. Now,” Dana said. 


“What’s up?” Phoebe asked. “I mean, can’t | 


it wait till lunch?” 
“Definitely not. We have an emergency.” 


Tugging Phoebe’s arm, Dana pulled her away 1 


from the lab. 


“We've got a crisis,” Joey began. “And — 
you're the only one who can save us, © 


Phoebe.” 


“Really?” Phoebe brushed her hair back. 1 


“What is it?” 


“It’s ... Jade,” Samantha said hesitantly. q 
“We really need her on the squad. And right ~ 
now you're the only one who can save her | 


sorry butt.” 


“Are you kidding me?” Phoebe hckad! She 
struggled to keep from shouting. “The big © 
emergency is about Jade? She stole my chem 4 


exam!” 


whole school doesn’t have to hear.” 


“I know it’s awful.” Samantha touched | 


Phoebe’s arm. “It’s not fair to you. But.. .” 


“Can’t you cover for her—just once?” Dana } 


pleaded. 
“Forget it,” Phoebe said, shaking her head. 


“But we need her on the squad,” Joey — 


Y 
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insisted. “Without Jade’s triple backflip, we’ll 
be buried in the state competition.” 

Phoebe stared at Joey, then at the other 
girls. | can’t believe this, she thought. I can’t 
believe they want Jade to get away with what 
she did. 

“Come on, Phoebe,” Dana said. “You'll do 
anything for the team, right? Right?” 


Chapter Krour 


6é 
repeated. “Right, Phoebe?” 


eyes were burning into her. 
“Well?” Dana asked. 


Phoebe pressed one hand against her cheek, j 
trying to think straight. She did want to save ~ 


the squad. And win the state competition. 
But could she do this? 


“Talk to Mr. Craig,” Samantha suggested, © 
her eyes softening a bit. “Tell him you had a © 
bad day—that you were sick. I bet he'll let — 


you take the exam over.” 


Phoebe bit her lower lip. Sarvanthia was 4 
right. Phoebe was an excellent student. Mr. © 


Craig would probably give her a second — 
chance. 
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if 
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“Come on, Phoebe,” Dana pressed. “You’re 
the one who’s always talking about team 
spirit and support. You say you'll do anything 
for the squad. This is your chance to go 
ahead and prove it.” 

The three cheerleaders stared intently at 
Phoebe, waiting for an answer. 

“All right, all right,” Phoebe said reluc- 
tantly. “T’ll let it go... but only if I can take 
the test over.” 

Dana patted her on the shoulder. “We knew 
you wouldn’t let us down.” 


“I should be happy, right?” Phoebe sat down 
beside Samantha at their usual table in the 
lunchroom. “Mr. Craig is going to let me take a 
makeup exam. Jade’s chem grade is safe until 
next semester. I saved the squad. But .. .” 

“Stop stressing,” Samantha said, sliding an 
unwrapped candy bar across the table. “Here, 
have some chocolate. It’s supposed to 
improve a bad mood.” 

“It won't help.” But Phoebe took a piece 
and popped it into her mouth. “I’m still upset 
about this whole thing with Jade.” 

“But everything worked out.” Sam pushed 
back a strand of her red hair. “Jade stays on 
the squad. You get to take the chemistry test 
over. It’s one of those win-win situations.” 

“Not really,” Phoebe muttered. She didn’t 
want to admit that she was hurt by the way 
the other girls had supported Jade. Especially 
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Samantha—her friend. a 
Across the lunchroom, they sat at their 
usual table, laughing and teasing each other, 
Jade with her boyfriend, Kenny Klein. Dané 
and Mickey Myers. q 
Phoebe sipped her iced tea and sighed. “J 
wish Ty had lunch during this period. | nevel 
get to see him.” She stared across the room at 
Jade and Dana’s table. q 
Dana moved to let Gina squeeze onto the 
bench beside her. Jade whispered something 
to Gina, who giggled and slapped Kenny’s 
hand away from her pizza. ' 
“Oh, great,” Phoebe muttered. “Now they’ re 
working on Gina.” 4 
“Who is?” Samantha gazed across the 
room. “Looks to me like they’re just having a 
good laugh.” 4 
Phoebe shook her head. “Gina’s new. She 
doesn’t realize that Jade and Dana will stab 
her in the back.” Phoebe made a sweeping 
gesture, accidentally knocking her bottle of 
iced tea off the table. She jumped to her feet 
as it splashed onto the floor. “Oh, great.” | 
“Here.” Samantha handed her some 
napkins. : 
Phoebe bent down to clean up the mess. — 
A moment later Griffin Smith appeared with 
a mop. “I'll take care of that,” he said. q 
“Thanks, Griffin.” Phoebe stood up an¢ 
placed the sopping napkins on her tray. 
“Sorry about that.” / 


30 


Fight, Team, Fight! 


Griffin’s brown hair covered one eye as he 
cleaned up the mess. “No problem,” he 
replied, walking away. “I'll see you guys on 
the van.” 

Phoebe nodded. Griffin would be driving 
them to the state competition on Saturday. 

Samantha shook her head and glanced 
down at the damp floor. “This is not your day, 
Phoebe.” She grabbed her backpack from the 
table. “I’ve got to pick up a tape at the lan- 
guage lab. I’ll see you at practice, okay?” 

“Later,” Phoebe agreed. She rubbed her 
eyes and put her head down on the table. 
“What a day!” she muttered. And practice was 
going to be a nightmare, with Jade gloating 
about her chemistry grade. An image of 
Jade’s smug grin danced in Phoebe’s mind. 

Then the hair on Phoebe’s neck stood on 
end. She suddenly had the weird feeling that 
someone was watching her. 

Phoebe lifted her head. No one was even 
glancing her way. 

Weird. 

She shivered and rubbed her eyes again. 
The person seemed so close, she thought. So 
close that I could almost feel the breath on 
my neck. 

“Tired, Phoebe?” someone asked. 

Phoebe jumped. 

Dana dropped into the seat next to her. 
“You look beat,” she said, flipping her blond 
ponytail over her shoulder. 


31 


FEAR STREET Seniors 


Phoebe took a breath and sat up straight, 4 
“Just recharging.” i 
“Hey,” Dana said, slipping an arm sroutll 
Phoebe’s shoulders. “I just wanted to thank 
you for helping Jade. You did the right thing, 
you know.” i, 
“Yeah, whatever.” Phoebe moved away 
until Dana’s arm slipped off her shoulders. _ 
With a big grin, Dana hopped off the bench’ 
and moved away. q 
But something clung to Phoebe’s back. : 
Something slimy and cold under her 
sweater. a 
It was alive! q 
Screaming, Phoebe leaped out of her seat. 4 
“Get this—get this thing off me!” Phoebe 
yelled, frantically shaking her sweater. | 
Whatever it was wriggled and twisted and 
squirmed down her back. ‘q 
Shrieking, Phoebe pulled out the waistband 
of her sweater. She stared in horror as an 
enormous spider fell to the floor. She lifted a 
foot to stamp the life out of it. ; 
Then she realized that it was made out of | 
rubber. q 
Phoebe whipped around. Jade and Dana 
stood behind her, doubled over with laughter, 
The other kids in the lunchroom were staring 
and laughing, too. i 
Phoebe’s ears grew hot. She felt so stupid. | 
“You should see your face!” Dana cried. 
Jade leaned close to Phoebe. “I know you 
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want me off the squad,” she whispered. “You'd 
better not tell anyone about the chem exam.” 

Phoebe kicked the rubber spider away. 
“That’s real mature, Jade. What are you going 
to do next? Put Gummi Worms in my locker?” 

Dana shook her head and laughed. 

A chill ran up Phoebe’s spine as Jade just 
glared at her. 

“Remember, Phoebe, I know how to get 
you,” Jade murmured. “I know exactly how to 
get you.” 


Chapter Five 


hoebe kept hearing Jade’s voice all 
through cheerleading practice that 
afternoon. “J know how to get you... .” } 
Over and over, the chilling warning 
echoed through her mind. 
Phoebe glanced at Jade and Dana. I don’t 
get it, she thought. | kept my mouth shu t 
about the chemistry exam. Are they just try 
ing to scare me or something? What’s that 
going to prove? q 
Then Phoebe spotted Gina sitting in thd 
bleachers, waving at some football players, 
Phoebe was so distracted, she almost forgo 
that this was Gina’s first practice. She 
motioned for Gina to join them. 5, 
_ “| know you ‘ve all heard that Gina’s our 
new alternate,” she explained to the squad. 
“She’s going to participate in our line cheers 


4 
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We’ll teach her the halftime routines over the 
next few weeks.” 7 

The other cheerleaders clapped. 

Gina frowned and gave a little wave. 

What happened? Phoebe wondered. Gina 
was so enthusiastic at the tryout. Now the girl 
looked as if she didn’t even want to be there. 

Phoebe shrugged as the group prepared for 
their next sideline cheer. 

As Ms. Bell cued up the music for a halftime 
routine, Jade gave Phoebe a little shove as 
they got into formation. Phoebe took a deep 
breath. She knew Jade and Dana weren’t the 
nicest girls in the world. So why did it bug her 
so much that they didn’t like her? Because 
everyone likes you, Phoebe answered herself. 
Everyone except them. 

“Okay, guys,” Phoebe said, folding her arms 
at the end of the drill. “We need to decide 
which routines work best for us. And I'd like 
to do it democratically.” 

“That’s a first,” Jade muttered. 

“We’ve got to do the Spirit cheer,” Dana 
insisted. “Jade’s triple backflip is primo.” 

“Yeah,” Joey agreed. “It’s usually a crowd- 
pleaser.” 

“Let’s try it now,” Ms. Bell suggested. 

Phoebe’s muscles were tense as the advi- 
sor started the music and the video camera; 
she videotaped some of the routines so that 
the squad could see how they looked from 
the stands. 
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Gina stood next to Ms. Bell on the bleach- — 
ers while the rest of the group moved into © 
another formation. ) 

“Spirit, let’s go!” Phoebe shouted. ; 

The girls danced and stomped, first nem q 
then left. i 

They linked arms and kicked high. a 

Phoebe and Samantha turned multiple cart- 
wheels out to each side. ‘ 

Catching her breath, Phoebe got ready for 1 
the big finish. q 

Jade climbed up onto Joey’s shoulders and ~ 
sprang into the air. : 

Spinning back...one...two... three q 
times! ; 

Curled in a ball, she landed safely in Dana’ s i 
and Caitlin’s arms. 4 

“That was incredible!” Gina shouted. _ 

Ms. Bell rewound the videotape and played — 
it back. The cheerleaders watched them- 
selves on the camera’s monitor. They whis- — 
tled and clapped at the stunts. j 

“That cheer will take us to the finals,” Jade ; 
said proudly. { 

‘It is impressive,” Ms. Bell agreed. “Great 
job.” 
“But we have to stay tight,” Phoebe warnall 
the girls. She didn’t want them to lose focus. ~ 
“Let’s not get swelled heads just because we | 
‘mastered a few cheers.” | 

Jade glared at Phoebe. 

A glare that sent chills up Phoebe’s spine. 
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By the time practice ended, Phoebe 
couldn’t wait to peel off her sweaty clothes 
and step into the shower. Jade was totally 
stressing her out. 

The biting comments. Her eyes, always 
gleaming with hatred. 

Jade had an edge that kind of scared 
Phoebe. 

But Jade also had a triple backflip that 
everyone loved. 

The best thing now is to play it cool, 
Phoebe decided. Don’t upset anyone. Keep 
the squad together. _ 

Phoebe jogged: past the empty football 
field. The players had finished practice early. 
So where was Ty? she wondered. 

Phoebe bit her lower lip. She wished he 
was around. 

She jogged into the locker room. Her sneak- 
ers squeaked on the clean floor. She darted 
around a bucket and a mop—and almost 
crashed into Gina, who was lugging a big box 
of pom-poms down the aisle. 

“Sorry!” Phoebe called, sidestepping 
quickly to avoid a collision. 

“Wait! I’ve been looking for you,” Gina said, 
kicking the box into the storage room. “How 
long am I supposed to put up with this?” 

“With what? What’s wrong?” Phoebe asked. 

“You said you would help me.” Gina 
perched her hands on her hips. “You said | 
could be on the squad.” 
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Phoebe shook her head. “No, Gina, I didn’t. 4 
I said—” ‘ 
“Look, you and I both know that I’m better — 
than most of the other cheerleaders,” Gina — 
said flatly. “Including you.” | 
Phoebe stared at Gina, not knowing what 
she was going to Say. 


“You're no help at all,” Gina said. She { 


brushed past Phoebe and stomped to her — 
locker. 4 

Jade and Dana must have said something to — 
Gina, Phoebe thought with a sigh. Being cap- ~ 
tain was more stressful than she’d expected. — 
She edged over to her own locker. Why did it 
have to be so close to Gina’s? 

Gina whipped open her locker. 

As the door swung out, some of her stuff 
fell out and bounced onto the floor. A cell 
phone and a necklace. 

“Oh, great,” Gina muttered. She grabbed — 
her cell phone and checked to see if it still — 
worked. The necklace slid to a halt beside 
Phoebe’s sneakers. 

“A locket,” Phoebe said. The heart-shaped 
medallion popped open when Phoebe picked 
it up. Inside was a photograph of Gina with 
her wide, winning smile. “That’s a nice pic- 
ture of you.” 

Gina snatched the locket from Phoebe’s 
hand. “It’s not me,” she replied. “It’s my twin 
sister.” 

“Twin sister?” Phoebe asked. “I didn’t know 
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you had a twin. Does she go to Shadyside, 
too?” 

“No.” Gina turned away. “She’s dead.” 

“Oh,” Phoebe said. “I’m sorry.” She felt awk- 
ward as she spun the combination to her 
locker and opened the door. 

Fear closed around her as she stared 
inside. 

She fell back in horror. 

The sour odor made her gag. And the 
COMOT J... 

The color swirled before her eyes. 

Bright. Bold. Sickening. 

The ruby-red shade of blood. 


Chapter Six 


bloody doll stared out from Phoebe’s 
locker. A crooked painted grin on its : 
face. } 

Phoebe screamed. 
The doll was dressed like a cheerleader, 
Dangling from a hook. J 

Beady button eyes. 

A blood-soaked uniform. 

“No!” Phoebe stumbled back. “No, no. 
noooo!” 

Gina gasped as she gazed into Phoebe’ 
locker. J 

Phoebe felt her throat go dry as terra 
gripped her. i 

Her chest felt tight. Her pulse pounded. _ 

But she couldn’t turn away from the grue- 
some sight. She stood frozen as the blood 
dripped over the clothes hanging in her 


{ 
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locker and slid down onto the floor. 

“What’s that—what’s that smell?” Dana 
asked, wrinkling her nose as she arrived on 
the scene. Wrapped in towels, Dana and Jade 
were still wet from the showers. 

Phoebe’s stomach tightened. “It’s... 
blood,” she choked out. “Some kind of... 
blood.” i 

“That’s disgusting!” Jade announced, lean- 
ing in for a better look. “But the doll is kind of 
cute. Too bad it’s dripping with blood.” 

“You really are sick,” Phoebe said, glaring at 
Jade. 

Then Phoebe turned back to the doll, her 
anger building. She noticed something by the 
doll’s foot. 

Another note. 

She picked up the small piece of paper. It 
said: | 

SCORE: ME 2. YOU Q. 

Phoebe slammed the locker door shut. She 
collapsed onto the bench, feeling sick to her 
stomach. 

The locker room door whooshed open, and 
Ms. Bell appeared. “What is going on here? | 
heard someone scream.” 

“Someone left this in Phoebe’s locker,” 
Dana said, swinging the locker open. 

Ms. Bell gasped at the sight. “Get dressed, 
ladies. I want Mrs. Leonard to see this.” 

Mrs. Leonard was the vice-principal of 
Shadyside High. 
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A few minutes later, Phoebe sat in Ms. Bell’s” 
office, gripping the threatening note, while 
Ms. Bell and Mrs. Leonard checked out her 
locker. All the blood had made Phoebe dizzy. 
I should tell Ms. Bell that Jade and Dana did : 
this, she thought. 4 

It was so obvious. Jade didn’t even pretend 
to be frightened by the bloody doll. dl 

Someone knocked on the office door. 
Phoebe jumped and turned to see Griffin 
Smith’s familiar lanky frame. h 

He placed a bucket of sudsy water by the 
door. “Wow. That was one sick joke.” 

“Yeah,” Phoebe muttered. “Really sick.” 

“Mrs. Leonard wants to see the note again,” 
he said. “She asked me to get it from you.” 

Phoebe glanced at the note and handed it to” 
Griffin. “Score: Me 2. You 0,” Phoebe muttered. 
“What’s that supposed to mean?” 4 

“Don’t know,” Griffin said, heading out the 
door. “Whoever did this must really want to 
scare you.” i 

Phoebe gasped. Sidnady the note with the 2 
doll made sense. The shredded uniform was 
one point. The bloody doll another. 4 

Two for them and zero for Phoebe. | 

Jade and Dana are trying to scare me off the 
team! Phoebe decided. Her hands shook. And 
it’s almost working. ; 

But if I make a big deal over this, my par- 
ents will get involved, she thought. 

They might make me quit the squad. 
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And that’s exactly what Jade and Dana 
want. 

Phoebe shook her head. That is not hap- 
pening. I love to cheer. I won’t give it up 
because of Jade and Dana. 

No way. 


“Go, Tigers!” someone in the stands yelled 
weakly. 

The football field was bathed in sunlight, 
but the Tigers’ fans seemed to be dozing off. 
There were no bells and whistles, no bur- 
gundy and white banners waving. 

The fans were discouraged. The Tigers had 
lagged behind through most of the first half. 

“We’re getting killed,” Samantha muttered. 

“I know,” Phoebe admitted, nervously 
smoothing the pleats of her new uniform. 

“So what are we standing around for?” Jade 
said to Phoebe. “Call a cheer.” 

“Oh, we’re gonna get you!” Phoebe began, 
clapping out a steady beat. “Oh, yeah, we’re 
gonna catch you!” 

“We’re gonna get you,” the other girls 
chimed in. “Oh, yeah, we’re gonna catch you!” 

Noise rose from the stands as fans chanted 
and clapped along. Soon the banners were fly- 
ing again. The air thundered from hundreds 
of feet pounding on the bleachers. 

Phoebe’s hair whipped around as she stole 
a glance at Jade, who gazed back at her with 
catlike eyes. 
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Phoebe couldn’t follow the game. She hadi 4 
to watch Jade. q 

It would only take a heartbeat—one second — 
with Phoebe’s back turned—for Jade to pull 
another prank. q 

What did the note say? It was about keep- 
ing score. Phoebe clenched her teeth as shq 4 
clapped hard. { 

The notes. 

The threats. 

Her uniform. 

The bloody doll. 

It was too much to handle. - , 

Phoebe spun around. Her arm swung oul 
and knocked Samantha off balance. ; 

“Whoa!” Sam flailed wildly as she tried to_ 
stay on her feet. 

Phoebe reached out and grabbed Sam's" 
shoulder, steadying her. 

“Sorry,” Phoebe said. “That was close.” 
“I almost hit the dirt,” Samantha said. 
“What’s going on with you today? You're a 
million miles away.” 4 

I can’t stop thinking about Jade’s threats, 
Phoebe thought. I can’t let her get to me. I’ve 
got to focus. Think about the game. Get ready 
for halftime. : 

“Phoebe,” Samantha said, “are you okay?” ; 

Phoebe nodded. a 

The whistle blew, and the players ran off to | 
the locker rooms. The cheerleaders jumped and 
shouted for the Tigers as they stampeded by. — 


Ag 


Fight, Team, Fight! 


Time for our halftime show, Phoebe 
thought. 

“Where’s Gina?” Joey asked. 

Two boxes of pom-poms sat beside the 
bleachers. Gina was supposed to hand them 
out before halftime. But where was she? 

“We can’t wait for her,” Phoebe said. 

The girls ran over and sorted through the 
big box of maroon and white pom-poms. 
Phoebe went to the smaller box, which con- 
tained the captain’s glittering maroon ones. 

The squad then lined up and ran onto the 
field, their pom-poms rustling. 

“Go, Tigers!” Phoebe yelled as she dashed 
into her position, shaking her shiny pom- 
poms. 

“Ouch!” she shrieked, feeling a sharp sting 
on one hand. She tightened her grip on the 
pom-poms, digging her fingernails into her 
palms. 

Everyone stared at her, waiting for her to 
call the first routine. 

She winced as another sharp pain stabbed 
through her fingers. 

Phoebe tried to call the Victory cheer, but 
she couldn’t. Pain swarmed and scurried 
along her flesh in a sickening motion. 

Circling her fingers. Pinching the skin 
between them. 

Moving higher... higher. Biting the tender — 
skin of her wrists. 

“Help me!” Phoebe cried. “Somebody!” 
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She shook her hands, trying to see undal 
the streamers of her pom-poms. Something 
was eating her alive! 

“Make it stop!” she screamed. “Make 


1” 


‘stop! 


Chapter Seven 
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ake it stop!” Phoebe cried again. 

She flung her pom-poms to the 
ground and gasped. 

Her hands were covered with 
ants. Hundreds of swarming, shiny red ants. 

They traveled up her arms, moving as one. 
A colony of hungry insects. 

Phoebe shrieked as throbbing pain dug into 
her skin. 

She tore at her hands and arms. “Help me!” 
she cried, frantically scratching at her skin. 

She fell to her knees. 

Then there was a blast of cold. 

Phoebe sagged in relief as water gushed 
over her—icy water. 

The ants struggled in the stream of liquid. 
Their bodies swirled helplessly, then fell to 
the ground. 
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As the haze of pain cleared, Phoebe saw 
Samantha and Joey standing over her, holds 
ing the football team’s water cooler. They had 6 
emptied it over her hands. 4 

Phoebe staggered to her feet, away from 
the insects floating in a puddle on the field. © 

“Are you okay?” Samantha asked softly, 
touching Phoebe’s elbow. 4 

Phoebe nodded. Her hands were swollen 
with itchy bite marks. | 
_ Ms. Bell whisked the girls off the field. 

Phoebe sat on the team bench while the 
football team’s doctor leaned down to exa : 
ine her hands. q 

“You should be fine in a day or two,” th 
doctor said. He rubbed white cream over the | 
welts on her hands, and the itching began to 
fade. q 
Samantha moved closer and swung an arm 
around Phoebe’s shoulders. “The halftime is 
canceled,” Samantha said. i 

Joey climbed onto the bleachers behind 
them and propped her letter jacket over 
Phoebe. “Ms. Bell checked out your poms 
poms. Somehow a bunch of red ants got into 
the box. She’s going to have Griffin spray the 
storage room.’ 

“All those bugs...” Phoebe shivered. She 
could still feel them crawling up her arms 
She wanted to get into a hot shower and 
scrub herself from head to toe. 

Samantha aso Phoebe’s shoulder. “t's 
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awful that it happened to you. With the way 
you freak over bugs.” 

Phoebe shook her head. “Maybe it wasn’t 
an accident,” she said. “What if someone put 
the ants there? On purpose.” 

Gina darted along the sidelines and joined 
the three girls. “Phoebe? | just heard!” She 
was out of breath from running. “Are you 
okay?” 

“No thanks to you,” Samantha muttered. 
“What did you do to Phoebe’s pom-poms?” 

“Me?” Gina blinked in disbelief. “I...1 
didn’t do anything. I wasn’t even on the field! 
I went inside to warm up.” 

“We noticed,” Joey said. “You’re supposed 
to stay with the squad.” 

“What’s the point? If I can’t cheer, I'll just 
look really stupid waiting around in the 
cold. . . .” Gina’s voice trailed off. “Wait a 
minute! You guys really think that [’d—” 

“You're in charge of the equipment,” 
Samantha said flatly. 

“I didn’t do it,” Gina insisted. “I didn’t do 
anything.” 

Phoebe stared at Gina. “No one is saying 
you did,” she said. Gina was no angel. But 
Phoebe didn’t think this prank was Gina’s 
doing. 

Someone else put the ants in that box, 
Phoebe thought. The same vicious girls who 
had been leaving threats in Phoebe’s locker. 

“But you’re not completely off the hook,” 
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Phoebe told Gina. “You’ve got to take care oO} 
the equipment. That’s your responsibility.” 
“I never wanted that job,” Gina replied 
want to be on the squad.” a 
“Don’t even try to squirm out of this!” Joe 
shouted. “If you did your job, rho 
wouldn’t be hurt!” 
“I can’t believe I’m getting blamed for this 
Gina said. “Where’s Ms. Bell?” She turned and 
marched off to find the squad advisor. : 
“Come on,” Samantha said, taking Phoebe’s 
arm. “I'll walk you back to the locker room.” 
As Phoebe rose from the bench and moved 
along the sidelines, she spotted Dana and 
Jade by the snack shack. Sipping hot choco 
late, talking with a few other seniors. q 
Josh Maxwell was laughing with them. Dan; 
was clinging to her boyfriend, Mickey eh . 
Kenny Klein and Marla Newman ronces ou 
the circle. q 
“Look at them,” Phoebe said. “Jade is get: 
ting exactly what she wants. I’m out for the 
rest of the game. Now she can step in "4 
squad captain.” a 
“I didn’t even think of that,” Samantha said, 
“Those ants didn’t just magically appear n 
my pom-pom box,” Phoebe said. wJade want ti 
to be captain. And I’m in her way.” . 7 
Samantha’s eyes widened. “But she wouldn 
really Aurt you . 
“Remember when I told you about tha 
thing with the spider in the lunchroom? Jad 
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put Dana up to that. Jade Rnows | freak over 
bugs.” Phoebe shook her head. “I’m telling 
you, Jade and Dana did this.” 

“They are totally ruthless,” Samantha said 
angrily. 

Phoebe glanced back at the group of 
seniors. She watched Jade laughing and hold- 
ing Kenny Klein’s hand. Dana was laughing, 
too, as if nothing had happened. 

Jade leaned out of the crowd and locked 
eyes with Phoebe. 

Her lips curved in a smug grin. Her eyes 
glittered with warning. 

Phoebe shivered. Today, Jade and Dana 
had taken things to a new level. 

They tried to Aurt me, Phoebe thought. And 
Phoebe knew they were going to try again. 

But how far would they go? 


aL 
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hoebe changed into her jeans ant 
sweater and went back to the footbal 

field to cheer the Tigers on from th 
stands. | ) 
She didn’t want to be there. But she 
couldn't let Jade and Dana scare her off 
completely. i 
The Tigers lost. q 
A rotten end to a rotten day, Phoebe 
thought. 
After the game, Ty led her through the dod 
of Pete’s Pizza. The place was crowded, hot, 
and noisy. Kids were pressed against thi 
counter and jammed into booths. q 
Phoebe’s eyes automatically skimmed ove! 
the sea of faces to make sure that no one hel 
parents knew was there. The last thing she 
needed was for someone to see her with Ty an 
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tell her parents that she was out with a boy. 

“Do your hands still hurt?” Ty asked as 
they sat in a booth. 

“Not anymore.” Phoebe glanced down at 
the welts on her hands, then tucked them 
under the table. 

“That must have been so creepy for you,” 
Ty said, sliding the salt shaker from one hand 
to another. “Especially since even a tiny gnat 
sends you through the roof.” 

“Not really,” Phoebe protested. 

He leaned across the table and touched her 
dimple. “Yes, really.” 

“Okay, okay,” Phoebe admitted. 

“I knew it.” Ty’s blue eyes glimmered as he 
smiled. The smile that made her melt inside. 

“So how did it happen?” he asked. 

Phoebe bit her lower lip. “I think Jade and 
Dana set it up.” | 

“No way.” Ty’s eyebrows shot up. “Why 
would they do that to you?” 

Phoebe wanted to pour her heart out. Tell 
him about the threats they’d made. About the 
uniform and the bloody doll. 

But she didn’t want to ruin her time with 
Ty. Phoebe didn’t get to see him that often. 
She shrugged. “Jade loves to pull pranks,” she 
said. “Even when they’re not funny.” 

Seeming satisfied with that response, Ty 
gazed across the restaurant. “Where’s our 
waitress? What do you want? A slice?” 

Phoebe nodded. “Yeah. And a diet Coke.” 
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“Pll be right back.” wi 

“Hey, Phoebe!” Samantha pushed past a 
waitress balancing a tray of drinks. She 
squeezed into the booth and propped her 
elbows on the table. “I’m worried. Really wor 
ried. I’ve been thinking about the stuff going 
on with Jade and Dana.” Samantha’s eyes 
were wide with concern. “We’ve got to q¢ 
something.” y 

“Look,” Phoebe said. “I’d be lying to say tn | 
not scared. But I’m not going to quit being 
captain of the squad just because they re 
pulling some pranks.” Mf 


That sounded brave, Phoebe thought as 
she stared down at the table. But inside she 
was quivering. 

“I didn’t mean quit,” Samantha said. “But 
you've got to do something.” Her eyes 
scanned the restaurant. “Talk to them. Call é 
truce or something. Anything to make the n 
chill out.” i 

A heavy feeling of dread pressed “a 
Phoebe’s chest. “I don’t know.” 4 

Samantha swung around in the booth, sca 
ning the room again. “There they are. By the | 
jukebox. Let’s go talk to them.” " 

Phoebe closed her eyes. Her friend was 
right. Things couldn’t go on like this. ' 

Samantha groaned. “Oh, no!” She stared at 
the door. 

Phoebe followed Samantha’s gaze. “What?” 

“My old boyfriend, Tom, just walked in,” 
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Samantha said. “He’s heading this way. I don’t 
want to talk to him.” She looked at Phoebe. 
“lve got to get out of here. Do you think you 
can deal with Jade and Dana by yourself?” 

No, Phoebe wanted to say. But instead, she 
nodded. Then with a deep breath, Phoebe 
stood up. She cut through the crowd. 

“We have to talk,” Phoebe said when she 
reached the girls at the jukebox. — 

“Saint Phoebe!” Jade grinned. 

Dana folded her arms and leaned against 
the jukebox. “You really screwed up our half- 
time show, Phoebe,” she teased. “Next time, 
try a little bug spray.” 

Phoebe gritted her teeth as the girls 
laughed. “Jade, I know it was you. I know 
you're the one who’s been messing with my 
locker. The ant thing was pretty obvious, 
too.” 

Jade wrinkled her nose. “What’re you talk- 
ing about?” She dropped two quarters into 
the jukebox and flipped through the 
selections. 

“Look,” Phoebe said, “can we call a truce? 
We don’t have to be best friends. Just stop 
the war.” : | 

“Best friends?” Dana laughed. “There’s not 
much chance of that happening.” 

Jade grinned again, still staring at the 
jukebox. 

“Think about the squad,” Phoebe added. 
“We'll never make it at the state competition 
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if one of us gets hurt.” r 
“lll be honest with you,” Jade said, swing 
ing around to face Phoebe. “I had nothing to. 
do with those ants.” 
Phoebe studied Jade’s face! She didn’ t 
believe her. Not for a minute. 
“The bad news,” Jade went on, “at least ton t 
you, is that I want your spot. I want to be cap 
tain of the squad. And I never give up until T 
get exactly what | want.” y 
Phoebe felt her last chance for peace slip 
away. “Jade, the pranks have got to stop. 
Someone’s going to get hurt.” iq 
Jade just shrugged. “It’s up to you, 
Phoebe,” she said coldly. “Step off the squad 
and everything will be fine.” 
“No way,” Phoebe replied coolly and 
walked away. But inside, fear tightene 1 
Phoebe’s throat. What was she going to do? 
They made it clear that they weren’t going to 
back down. 
She pressed through the crowd and i 
grabbed Ty’s arm. “Come on,” she said. , 
“But we just got here.” Ty motioned to the 
slices of pizza and sodas on their table. 4 
“Take me home.” She pulled on his arm 
again. “Please, let’s go. Now.” ry 
“Okay, okay.” Rolling his eyes at the 
untouched pizza, he turned toward the door ; 
and led her outside to his car. 
Phoebe didn’t say anything as they drove | 
“Door-to-door service,” Ty said when he 
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pulled up in front of a dark brick house on 
Fear Street. He always dropped her off a few 
blocks from her home, since her parents were 


— so strict. “From the door of Pete’s to the door 


of some old haunted house.” 

“People are always making wisecracks 
about Fear Street,” Phoebe said. “Not every 
house is haunted.” 

“Right. Just every other house,” Ty joked. 
“Including mine.” Ty lived much farther down 
on Fear Street. 

Phoebe smiled. Ty was good at cheering 
her up. 

“There it is,” he said, pressing his finger 
into the dimple on her cheek. “You know, 
that’s the first time you smiled all night.” 

“I’m just worried. They really tried to hurt 
me today.” 

“Look, it’s over, now,” Ty said. He leaned 
across the console. “And we’re alone. Finally.” 

He kissed her, and Phoebe closed her eyes 
and sighed. 

“Why don’t you call your father?” Ty whis- 
pered. “Say that you’re catching a late movie 
with one of your girlfriends. We never get to 
do anything together.” 

“Dad would freak. He doesn’t like sur- 
prises,” Phoebe said, checking her watch. 
_ “And I’ve got to bail if ’m going make my cur- 
few. See you Monday at practice?” 

“Sure.” Ty handed over her backpack. 

Phoebe closed the car door and shivered 
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as Ty drove off. ‘The night air felt damp andl 4 
chilly. 7: 
She slung her backpack over her shoulder ' 
and started walking. The heels of her boots — 
clicked loudly against the sidewalk. The hol 
low sound echoed down the block. 4 
Ty was right about one thing: Fear Streelll 
could sometimes be very creepy. Overgrown — 
hedges seemed to reach out at Phoebe as she > 
walked. Giant trees enveloped the sidewalk. 
She tried to stay out of the shadows, but the” 
moon was hidden behind clouds. i 
“You’re almost home,” Phoebe whispered. 4 
to herself. Her heartbeat drummed in her 
ears. q 
Then she thought she heard a noise behind } 
her. q 
Footsteps? q 
Phoebe swung around. Silence. The street — 
behind her was deserted. ' 
“Okay. It’s okay,” she told herself, calming ’ 
down her nerves. “You're a little nervous. © 
Just get home.” 
Phoebe started walking aie The noise © 
behind her began again. 
The footsteps. 
This time louder. And closer... closer. 4 
She glanced back. What if it’s Jade? Why 
couldn’t she see anyone? q 
Phoebe’s heart pounded as she began to © 
run. Low branches scraped her head, but she © 
kept going. m, 
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Almost home, she told herself. Almost 
there. . 

Then someone clutched her jacket. Pulled 
her to a dead stop. 

Phoebe screamed in cerrox as a hand cov- 
ered her mouth. 
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on’t yell,” Gina said. “It’s just me.” 
Phoebe broke free, gasping for a 
She spun around. . 
And stared at Gina. The girl’s eye: 
were wild and glossy, her short hair tousled, d, 
“You scared me to death! What are yo 
doing here, sneaking up on me in the dark? 
Phoebe demanded. 1 
“I wasn’t sneaking. I live on the next bloc! 
I just got home myself, and I was about t 
walk in my front door when I saw you get ou 
of Ty’s car.” 
Gina’s gaze darted off to the side, the 
locked with Phoebe’s. “Look, I wanted to tal 
to you about what happened today. | wante 
to make sure you believed me. I didn’t pt 
those ants in your pom-poms. You believ 
me, right? You believe me.’ 
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Phoebe didn’t know what to say. She was so 
startled that she couldn’t think straight. 

_ “What else can I say?” Gina’s voice cracked. 

“Do you want proof that I didn’t do it?” 

Right now the only thing Phoebe wanted 
was to get away from her. “No, no, Gina. | 
don’t blame you.’ 

“That is such a huge relief.” Gina lifted a 
hand to her chest and sighed. “And I’m sorry 
for yelling at you in the locker room the other 
day, too. I was just a little disappointed. You 
know, for only getting alternate. But I’m fine 
with it now, okay?” 

“Sure,” Phoebe said, checking her watch. 
“Look, I’ve really got to go. My dad will kill me 
if | miss curfew.” 

“Okay. Thanks, Phoebe,” Gina said. 

Phoebe waved, then turned and hurried 
down the street. The whole time she could 
feel Gina’s eyes on her back. Phoebe shiv- 
ered. Why is she still watching me? 

_ She turned around. But Gina was gone. 

Still, Phoebe felt as if someone was follow- 
ing her. She had the distinct sensation that 
someone’s eyes were piercing her back. 

Phoebe felt a little better when she spotted 
the lights of her house ahead. Quickly she 
climbed the porch steps and ducked inside. 

“Phoebe?” her mother called out as Phoebe 
locked the door. “Is that you?” 

“Yes, Mom.” Phoebe poked her head into 
the living room. Her parents were watching a 
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documentary on television. s, 
“How are your hands?” her dad asked, peer- 
ing at them through his wire-rimmed glasses, 
The team doctor must have called to tell” 
her parents what happened, Phoebe decided. © 
“Still a little itchy,” she replied, crossing to 
the front window and pulling the lace cur- j 
tains aside. No one was outside. { 
“Phoebe, your father and I have been talke 
ing about this cheerleading business,” Mrs. 
Yamura began. } 
Oh, no, Phoebe thought. It always starts 
this way. She turned to her parents. } 
“Yes,” her father chimed in. “Maybe it’s a 1 
little too dangerous, and—” 4 
“It’s not dangerous,” Phoebe broke in. “It’s f 
fun, and I’m good at it.” 7 
“Well, we think you should give it up,’ "her 
mother said. “Spend your time on something ) 
worthwhile.” : 
“It is worthwhile,” Phoebe said. “And the 
state competition is coming up. | can’t quit 
now. I’m the captain!” 
“But, Phoebe—" her father began. 


“You can’t!” She ran up to her room, slammel } 
the door, and flopped onto the blue quilt on 
her bed. 

My parents tell me to quit. Jade and Dana, 
too. Maybe | should just do what everybody 
wants. 7 
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hanging above her dresser. The cheerleaders 
were in a pyramid formation. Phoebe was on 
the top. A huge smile on her face. 

Phoebe rolled over and sighed. I feel so 
happy when I’m cheering. It’s the only time 
I’m really free, she thought. I can’t give that 
up. No matter how frightened I am. 


The ring of the telephone woke Phoebe. 
She glanced at her alarm clock. 1:18 A.M. 
Phoebe pushed her hair out of her eyes and 
reached for the receiver. 

“Hello?” | 

No answer. Just a crackling line, as if some- 
one was calling from a cell phone. 

“Who is this?” Phoebe asked. 

“Oh, we’re gonna get you,” a group of girls 
chanted through the phone. “Oh, yeah! We’re 
gonna catch you!” 

The voices sounded familiar, Phoebe real- 
ized. But who were they? 

“We're gonna get you!” the voices droned 
on. 

The Shadyside cheerleaders! Someone had 
taped one of their cheers. 

“Oh, yeah! We’re gonna catch you! ih 

Phoebe clenched the phone, scared and 
cold. She huddled under her quilt. “Jade! 
Dana?” she muttered. 

Click. The line went dead. Terrified, Phoebe 
dropped the phone. 

But she still heard the horrifying chee 
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“Oh, we’re gonna get you!” a 
Outside, tires meaey cutting through th 
silence. q 

The cheer was playing on acar stereo! _ q 
Phoebe rushed to her bedroom windovy 
and tore at the shade. But she was too late 
The car sped by. Red taillights faded as | 
roared into the darkness. a 
Phoebe’s knees were shaking as she col 
lapsed on the floor. Now Jade and Dana wert 
stalking her. | ’ 
Jade said she refused to back és 
Phoebe remembered. | 
What next? she wondered, burying her face 
in her hands. What will they do to me now? — 
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aa ou look awful,” Samantha told Phoebe 


at cheerleading practice on Monday. 

They stood on the sidelines of the 
football field, waiting for the other 
cheerleaders. The football coach blew his 
whistle, and his players ran into formation. 

But Phoebe barely noticed them. 

“lm beat,” Phoebe admitted, rubbing her 
eyes. “I can’t sleep. And forget about eating. — 
This thing with Jade is making me sick.” 

“Why doesn’t she back off?” Samantha 
muttered. 

Phoebe shook her head. “I’ve got to pull 
myself together or I'll be a wreck at the com- 
petition on Saturday.” 

I can’t let Jade and Dana stop me, she 
thought, staring at the two girls as they ran 
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across the field. I need to focus. | 


got into position. “Let’s do this one ‘a 
spirit! Pyramid, let’s go!” a 
“Give me an S!" the cheerleaders chanted. — 
The Pyramid cheer was a line dance. The 
girls stomped their feet and clapped, weaving © 
in and out of lines to spell S-H-A-D-y-s-I-D-E with © 
their bodies. At the end of the cheer, they! 
would form a human pyramid. 4 
“Give me an H!” they shouted. q 
Phoebe’s energy was lagging, but she { 
forced herself to concentrate. Focus! her mind — 
screamed as she bobbed and weaved. Don't” 
let Jade get to you! | , 
Finally, they spelled out the last letter. © 
Joey, Jade, and Samantha knelt down to form — 
_the first tier of the pyramid. Phoebe and 7 
Caitlin balanced themselves on the girls’ 9 
backs. 

Then Dana climbed to the top. ! 
“Shadyside!” they yelled at the end of the 
cheer. a 
Phoebe sagged with relief, glad that it was © 
over and time to dismount. Above her, Dana ~ 
counted off, “One, two . q 

Phoebe’s thoughts swam. She felt a little — 
sick. She heard Dana’s voice, but it seemed so 
far away. | 

“Three!” Dana cried and began her jump. 

But Phoebe didn’t release Dana’s ankles on © 
time. Dana slipped. 1 


4 
| Hi 
4 
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“Aaaaah!” Dana sprawled awkwardly on the 
ground. 

She jumped up and brushed off her tights. 
“You are a poor excuse for a captain, Yamura! 
You're not even a good cheerleader!” Her 
eyes were lit with fury. 

“Dana, !1...I made a mistake,” Phoebe said. 

“No, the mistake was made when you 
became captain of the squad!” she shouted. 
“Why don’t you just quit?” 

“Quit?” Phoebe sucked in her breath, her 
anger rising. Quit! How could Dana even think 
such a thing? Phoebe wasn’t a quitter. She had 
been brought up to work on things until they 
were just right. She was a perfectionist. 

“You can’t even do a simple pyramid,” Dana 
said, jabbing a finger into Phoebe’s chest. 
“You’re going to make us lose at the state 
competition.” | 

Phoebe’s blood boiled. Who did Dana think 
she was? 

Dana stepped closer. “Just leave, okay? Do 
it for the essocine she said with a mocking 
smile. } 

Dana turned away, purposely flipping her 
blond ponytail in Phoebe’s face. 

Phoebe screamed. A horrifying wail from 
deep inside. “Leave ...me... alone!” 

She grabbed Dana’s ponytail and yanked it. 

Yanked it as hard as she could. 

Then Phoebe heard a sick, tearing sound— 

And gasped in horror. 


67 


- FEAR STREET 


Dana’ s shiny blond ponytail was in h 
hand. 
- And blood... 

Blood was pouring out of Dana’s head! 


Chapter Eleven 
mS ST RY CEES ATES 


hy are you staring at me like that?” 
Dana demanded. 

“Huh?” Phoebe asked. 

Dana stood there, her hands on 
her hips, her cheeks pink with fury. — 

Her hair still intact. 

Phoebe sighed. My imagination is getting 
the best of me, she thought. I didn’t pull off 
Dana’s ponytail. 

“Are you a moron?” Dana shouted. “Letting 
me fall, then gloating? This practice is over!” 

“Wait!” Phoebe cried, as Dana stomped off 
the field. 

But Dana didn’t listen. 

She marched toward the school. Smiling, 
Jade ran to catch up with her. Then Caitlin 
and Joey turned and followed. 

“Hey, Phoebe,” Samantha said quietly, “I’m 


FEAR STREET Senior 


worried about you. | know you're stressed 
out.” Samantha slipped one arm around her 
friend’s shoulders. “But it’s really beginning 
to show. You look awful. You’re not concen= 
trating. You’re screwing up the cheers. That's 
why Dana is so upset.” hi: 
“What?” Phoebe cried. “You know what's 
going on. You know what I’ve been dealing 
with.” Phoebe felt betrayed. “Whose side are 
you on, Sam?” she asked. iq 
“Tm on your side, Phoebe. But I have to 
think about the team, too.” Samantha pattem 
her back gently. “Would it really hurt so much 
to play it safe? To step down for a little 
while?” | 
“Leave the squad?” Phoebe couldn't 
believe what she was hearing. From someone 
who was supposed to be her friend. 
“Just until things settle down,” Samantha 
added. i 
Phoebe shook her head. How could Sam 
say that? How could she turn on her? | 
Tears stung her eyes. She turned away. 
And ran. Ran straight into the locker room, 
Then she collapsed on a bench and cried. — 
A little later Phoebe dried her eyes and 
_ changed out of her workout clothes. Then 
she waited for Ty to finish football practice. 
Now that Sam had turned against her, Ty was 
the only person she had left to talk to. | 
He came out of the boys’ locker room with 
some of the other players. q 
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“Did you see the way I nailed Heffernan?” 
he asked one teammate. “Man, I really killed 
out there.” 

“Save it for the next game, Sullivan,” 
another guy reminded him. “How come all 
your best plays are wasted at practice?” 

“Hey,” Phoebe said, touching Ty’s arm. 
“You ready to go?” 

“In a minute,” he said, slipping out of her 
grip. “Meet me by my car.” He turned back to 
his teammates. 

Ten minutes later Phoebe was still standing 
beside Ty’s car in the parking lot. Waiting and 
irritated. 

“What a jerk!” Ty complained when he 
arrived. “Can you believe that guy?” 

“Definitely not,” Phoebe said, tapping her 
foot as Ty unlocked the door. “But I’m tired of 
waiting.” | 

“Don’t be mad,” he said. 

“I’m not. But we need to... talk.” 

“Talk?” He studied her face, then grinned. 
“Oh, J get it. You want to talk. I know just the 
place.” 

They ended up at the Fear Street Cemetery. 
The place creeped Phoebe out, especially 
now that it was getting dark. She tried to keep 
her nerves in check as she followed Ty down 
a path past a huge memorial of an angel hold- 
ing a bolt of lightning. 

“So, you ie ae like to come here?” she 
asked. 
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“You scared?” He stopped beside a smooth - 
marble headstone and held out one hand. “I'll 
protect you. Besides, you don’t have anything 1 
to worry about.” He nodded toward a row of 
grave markers. “The people here don’t get 1 
out much.” 

“Ha, ha,” Phoebe said, glancing at a brokeil 
headstone. } 

Then something rustled behind a large, 
statue. | 
Phoebe’s hair flew over her shoulders as_ 
she whipped her head around. Someone was 

watching them. She could feel it. , 

"Hey... Ay reached out and pulled her 
closer. “Take it easy.” Y 

“| just can’t shake this feeling,” she said — 
quietly. “I mean, I get this weird sensation all — 
the time—you know, like when someone's — 
watching you.’ 

Ty touched her chin. “Mmm-hmm.” His blue 
eyes reflected the moonlight. “Well, / can’t 
take my eyes off you.” 

He leaned close and kissed her. 4 

Phoebe closed her eyes and kissed him © 
back. h 

When the kiss ended, Phoebe pressed her . 
face against his chest. “I need to talk to you.” 

“We can talk later.” Ty kissed her again. 

“No ...no. This is important,” she insisted © 4 
and pulled away. ‘ 

Ty stood there, his arms folded, looking — j 
adorable in the moonlight. Phoebe was about — 
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to tell him her troubles when she heard 
another noise. 

Leaves rustling. 

Very nearby. 

She turned quickly. 

And it shot out at her. 

A tall figure. Huge. Fast. 

It lunged toward them. 

“Nooooo!” she screamed. 


Chapter Twelve ' 


ba yhhhyaaaa!” the stranger roared. 
Horrified, Phoebe watched as he 

knocked Ty to the ground and pum- 

meled his chest. 4 

Phoebe rushed forward and pounced on 
the stranger’s back. “Stop it!” she screamed, ; 
“Leave him alone!” : 

Phoebe clawed at his shoulders, trying tal 
pull him off Ty. But the stranger simply lifted 
her into the air as he rose easily to his feet. — 

He turned his face a few inches to peer at her, 

“Phoebe?” He laughed. 

It was Kenny Klein, and from his grin she 
could see that this was all a joke. “Wild | 
woman!” he said. i 

Phoebe let go of him. She slipped to the 
ground and went to Ty, who was now sitting 
in the grass, rubbing his right shoulder. | 
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“What’s your problem, Klein?” he asked, 
brushing his hair back with one hand. 

“Can’t you guys take a joke?” Kenny asked, 
grinning. | 

“We’re not laughing,” Phoebe said. “And 
what are you doing here, anyway?” 

“I could ask you the same thing,” Kenny 
said, just as a head popped up from behind 
the same tombstone that had concealed him. 

Jade smoothed back her hair and glared at 
Phoebe. “What are you doing here?” 

As Phoebe fumbled for a reply, Kenny said, 
“Same thing we are. Right, Phoebe?” 

“Come on. Leave her alone,” Ty said. “She’s 
been through a lot lately.” 

“So I’ve heard,” Kenny said. “What’s next, 
Phoebe? Glue in your shoes? Itching powder 
in your cheerleading skirt? Moths in your 
sweaters?” 

Jade giggled. “Why didn’t I think of that?” 

“Come on, you guys,” Ty protested again, 
but Phoebe saw the grin begin in his eyes. He 
let out a small chuckle and quickly put a hand 
to his mouth. 

Phoebe folded her arms. They were all 
laughing at her. Even Ty. 

“Oh, was that a joke?” she asked. “I guess 
I’m the only one who didn’t find it funny.” She 
stormed past Kenny and the others and 
started up the path. 

“Phoebe, wait!” Ty called. “Ill drive you 
home.” 
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“Don’t bother.” She yanked open the door 
to Ty’s car and grabbed her backpack. “I can 
take care of myself.” : 

Phoebe was too upset to ride home with Ty. ; 
How could he take sides with Jade and | 
Kenny? | 

A strange chill crept up her spine as shel 
headed home. Was someone behind her? She 
glanced back. No one. “Stop being so para- 
noid,” she muttered. 4 

Phoebe was relieved to reach her own yard. — 
The wooden steps creaked under her feet. Up © 
on the porch the swing glided back and forth, ~ 
back and forth. q 

But it was a still, windless night. 

Phoebe took a deep breath and rushed into _ { 
the house. She slammed the door closed — 
behind her. } 

Then she heard the steps creak. Someone — 
was on the porch! Someone did follow her! 

Phoebe inched to the narrow window 
beside the door and peeked out. Ty stood on™ 
the doormat, ready to push the bell. ‘ 

She scrambled to open the door. “Don’t 
ring the bell!” she warned him. “My parents : 
will see you.” 4 

He dropped his hand, then gazed at her. “Ty ’ 
wanted to make sure you got home all right,” 
he said, his blue eyes sincere. “And I’m sorry _ 
about laughing. Kenny is such an idiot. But’ 
he sucks me in every time.” 
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not making fun of me.” She glanced out the 
door at the porch. “Did you see someone out 
here? On the swing?” 

He shook his head. “No, no one.” 

“Phoebe?” Phoebe’s mother called from 
inside. “What’s going on?” Mrs. Yamura 
appeared behind Phoebe. 

“Nothing.” Phoebe swallowed hard. She was 
caught with Ty! Breaking one of her parents’ 
biggest rules. 

“This is my... my friend, Ty,” Phoebe stam- 
mered. “He had a question. About school- 
work. Chemistry. Right, Ty?” 

“Hi, Mrs. Yamura,” Ty said awkwardly. 

Mrs. Yamura studied Ty’s face. Suspicion 
gleamed in her dark eyes. “It’s late,” she said. 
“Phoebe has to go now.” She pulled Phoebe 
aside and pushed the door closed. “Good- 
bye.” 

“Mom...” Phoebe wanted to point out that 
she’d just slammed the door in Ty’s face, but 
she didn’t have a chance. 

“Take off your shoes,” Mrs. Yamura said, 
pointing down at Phoebe’s feet. “Then home- 
work. Then dinner. Then bed. Don’ t forget it’s 
a school night.” 

Phoebe could feel the tension in her shoul- 
ders as she slipped off her boots. What a 
great way to have her mother meet Ty! Now 
Mom was angry. Ty had a strike against him. 
And Phoebe was totally embarrassed. 

Inside her bedroom, she was about to crawl 
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onto the bed when she noticed something on 
the side of her quilt. 4 
Mud? How did mud get on the edge of her 
bed? Her parents had a strict rule about tak- 
ing shoes off at the door. 4 
A shiver traveled up Phoebe’s spine. | 
She noticed smudges of dirt on the pale 
blue carpet in front of her dresser. ‘ 
Phoebe stood there, igeae her head as 


glanced at her reflection in the mirror. 
She looked awful. 
Then she saw it. 4 
Phoebe’s heart pounded as she gazed at 
the bare spot on the wall. a 
The framed photograph of the cheerleading 
squad that had been hanging on the wall was” 
missing. Gone. 4 
Someone had been in her room. 
That someone had to be Jade and Dana. 
Phoebe could see tracks of dirt leading 
from the window. The girls must have 
sneaked in—maybe even while her mother 
was home. But why would they steal the pic- 
ture of the squad? 4 
Phoebe shivered. She didn’t know the 
answer. But one thing was for sure. 
She didn’t feel safe anymore. Not at school. 
Not at home. { 
Not anywhere. 


Chapter ‘Thirteen 
i a LE ES SR So RS ET, 


aa o it again! Score a goal!” the cheer- 


leaders shouted. “We like it! We like 
it!” 

The stadium lights cast distorted 
shadows behind them as the girls waved their 
arms. 

The turnout for the game _ against 
Waynesbridge was huge. Students filled the 
bleachers and spilled into the open area by 
the field house. Kids waved white and 
maroon school banners. | 

Night games were usually fun, but Phoebe 
was worried. She didn’t know what Jade — 
would do next. And their last practice had 
ended in a shouting match. 

Could they pull together for the halftime 
show? 

No time to think. Time to rev up the crowd 
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with sideline cheers. Phoebe kept turning to 
check on Dana and Jade. The girls were so 
caught up in the cheer that they didn’t seem 
to notice Phoebe was watching them. i 
Shadyside was winning, and the fans wens 
loving it. 
Cheers thundered down from the bleaches 
as the crowd joined in for the Victory cheer, 
The grandstand rumbled as kids stomped 
their feet and shrieked. 4 
The cheerleaders rocked. They swayed. 
They moved in sync. And the crowd was with 
them, shouting, pounding. Every bit of energy 
came bouncing back at them, amplified. 4 
The Waynesbridge quarterback threw a- 
pass. The cheerleaders were chanting as the 
ball cut through the air. q 
Right into the arms of a Shadyside player. 
“Interception!” Dana shouted. 1 
“Tigers on the prowl!” Phoebe shrieked as 
they burst into a whole new cheer. q 
“Tigers on the prowl, better watch your back. 
Look out! Look out! It’s a tiger attack!” 
The energy was explosive. Momentum ; 
racing. { 
This was the way cheerleading i is supposed to_ 
be, Phoebe thought. Thrilling. Overwhelming. : 
Contagious. | 
The Tigers dominated the field throughout 
the first half. By the time the players headed 
off to the locker rooms, the Shadyside team | 
was ahead by twenty points. 4 
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Dana turned a cartwheel and landed in a 
split at Gina’s feet. “Light us up, girl,” she 
said. “Our fire batons are going to blow the 
Waynesbridge fans out of the game.” : 

Ms. Bell stood nearby as Gina lit the 
batons. “Remember to keep at arm’s length 
from the girl next to you,” the advisor 
reminded them. : 

Joey waited up behind Dana. “I love night 
games,” she said. “This routine is going to be 
great!” Joey held her baton out to Gina, who 
doused the tips in kerosene and ignited 
them. 

Last in line, Phoebe watched as the other 
girls held out their fiery batons and trotted 
onto the field. The wavering flames were an 
impressive display in the dark. 

“You’re up.” Gina handed Phoebe a baton. 
“T should be in this cheer,” Gina complained. 
“It kills me, being stuck on the sidelines.” 

Before Phoebe could answer, her baton 
flared to life. She pivoted away from Gina and 
dashed onto the field. The pleats of her crisp 
new uniform skirt flipped over her thighs as 
she ran. 

Excitement buzzed in the air. 

This was going to be a halftime routine to 
remember. 

Wait a minute, Phoebe thought. Why does 
my baton feel so hot? It wasn’t supposed to 
feel warm at all. 

Phoebe waved the baton away from her 
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body, but the heat only increased. The scald a 
ing heat . a 
It grew hotter. Siete Hotter: D 
Phoebe screamed in pain and dropped the 
baton. 
But the fire encircled the sleeve of her r 
sweater. Flames traveled up her arm. 
Dancing flames. 
Scorching pain. 
Phoebe cried out. 
Then the world went black. 


Chapter Fourteen 
Te eo REY a ee a 


a4 urse? | think she’s waking up.” 


“Yes, the sedative should be wear- 
ing off by now. Are her parents here?” 
“Not yet. But I’m her best friend.” 

“Well, she’s probably still in shock. Don’t 
say anything to upset her.” 

I feel so weird, Phoebe thought. She turned 
her head, and something soft pressed against 
her face. 

Then she slowly opened her eyes to a 
brightly lit room. A hospital room. In a bed 
covered with crisp white sheets. 

She groaned. 

There was a fluttery movement off to the 
side. Samantha stood up from the bedside 
chair and peered into her eyes. 

“Hey, how do you feel, Phoeb?” 

“Tired. Sleepy.” With a deep breath, she 
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tried to take inventory. Her right hand was 
bandaged up to the wrist. 
“My hand . 4 
“It’s okay,” Samantha said. “When you 
passed out, we stopped the fire with Gina’s 5 
jacket. It’s a mild burn, but the doctor wants 
you to keep it bandaged for a few days.” j 
“A few days...” Phoebe muttered. “It has 
to come off before Saturday. The state 
competition . q 
“It will, unless there are cone an i 
Sam explained. “That’s what the doctor said.” 
Gingerly Phoebe lifted her hand. It didn’t 
hurt, but she did feel exhausted. The combis 
nation of shock and pain and lack of slee Oy 
over the past few days was probably whee 
made her faint on the field. 
“Do Thave to stay overnight here?” Phoebe: 
asked. 
Samantha shook her head. “No, you'll be 
released when your parents get here. Ms. Bell I 
called them and left a message on their! 
machine.” . 
“They went to the movies,” Phoebe said, 
still staring at her hand. “This is awful. Ho v 
did it happen?” q 
“Nobody knows for sure.” Samantha 
glanced back at the open door, then leaned 
closer to whisper, “People are saying you r 
baton was rigged to burn. Someone set it up 
that way!” 4 
“I knew it! I just knew it.” Using Kel good 
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hand, Phoebe rubbed her eyes and pushed 
herself up in bed. “Jade and Dana both did 
this to me.” : 

“Shh! They’re right outside,” Samantha 
said, glancing nervously over her shoulder. 
“Are you sure it was them?” 

“Dead sure.” Phoebe wanted to march out 
the waiting room door and blast Jade and 
Dana. But when she sat up, she still felt a lit- 
tle shaky. “Go get them,” she said. “Bring 
them in here.” 

Samantha hesitated. Phoebe knew that Sam 
hated confrontations. 

“Please,” Phoebe added. “I need to settle 
this.” 

With a worried look, Sam darted out the 
door. | 

When she returned, Dana and Jade filed in 
behind her with wide eyes and_ sad 
expressions. 

“Are you feeling okay?” Dana asked sweetly. 

Wow, Phoebe thought. She almost sounds 
sincere. 

“You gave us a good scare,” Jade agreed, 
tossing her hair over her shoulder. “And you 
ruined another uniform. What are we going to 
do with you, Phoebe?” 

Phoebe squinted her eyes at Jade. “Don’t 
play games with me,” Phoebe said. “I know 
you did this.” 

Jade took a deep breath. “Me? Why would | 
do something so awful?” 
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“To be captain of the squad,” Phoebe ~ 
snapped. “Remember?” 4 
Shaking her head, Jade stared right into 
Phoebe’s eyes. “I do want to be captain. But I © 
would never hurt someone else on the squad ~ 
to get there.” q 
“We’re a team,” Dana chimed in. “Even if we — 
argue sometimes, we always pull together for j 
a game.” ; 
“I’m going to pretend you didn’t accuse me © 
of anything,” Jade said. “You’re probably still — 
in shock and everything. But when you feel ~ 
better, think about the facts.” q 
Dana folded her arms across her chest. — 
“Yeah. Like who handed you that baton? Who — 
was responsible for the equipment?” ; 
“It’s just like the thing with the ants,” Jade © 
said. “We all know Gina is desperate to be on — 
the squad. How obvious does it have to be?” ~ 
Phoebe bit her lip. Jade did have a point. — 
But Jade obviously wanted Phoebe off the © 
team, too. Phoebe couldn’t have been wrong ~ 
all along. Could she? 4 


The next morning, seated in the passenger — 
seat of Samantha’s Mustang, Phoebe braced ~ 
herself to face everyone at school. 4 

The moment Samantha shifted into Park, 
Ty bolted around some cars to open Phoebe’s ~ 
door. As Phoebe stepped out of the Mustang, ~ 
a group of football players and other kids — 
gathered to clap and cheer. 1 


Fight, Team, Fight! 


“All right, Phoebe!” Josh Maxwell shouted, 
flashing her a smile. 

Will Reynolds let out a whoop. 

Ty slipped his fingers around Phoebe’s 
good hand. 

Phoebe squeezed back and smiled. She felt 
like a celebrity. 

“Phoebe!” Marla Newman called out from 
behind some other students. “We’re featuring 
you in the next edition of the school paper. 
You're our big story.” 

“Thanks,” Phoebe said, enjoying all the 
attention. 

Off in the distance the bell rang, breaking 
into Phoebe’s perfect moment. Kids turned 
away and cut through the parking lot, on their 
way to class. Phoebe and Sam did the same. 

“Tll catch you later,” Ty said. He backed 
away reluctantly, as if he couldn’t take his 
eyes off Phoebe. 

Sighing, Phoebe turned to Samantha as 
they reached the school. 

Then she caught a glimpse of someone 
hurrying toward them. 

“Phoebe!” Gina cried, rushing over. There 
was a wild look in her eyes, and her pixie hair- 
cut looked stiff and dull. “I’m so relieved that 
you're okay!” 

“Yeah?” Phoebe held up her bandaged 
hand. “Ill be okay before the next game.” 

“I would have come to the hospital last 
night, but I had to stay at the field.” Gina 
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frowned. “Everyone was asking me about the 
fire batons. Like 1 screwed up on purpose.” 

“I’m sure they’re just looking for the facts,” 
Phoebe said, trying to keep her voice calm — 
and steady. 1 
_ “Facts?” Gina grabbed Phoebe’s arm. “You — 
don’t think I set up that baton, do you?” : 

Phoebe paused inside the school door. — 
“What am I supposed to think, Gina?” 4 

“That... that... something went wrong,” 
she stammered. “That it was an accident!” 

“Along with the ants?” Samantha asked. 

“And how about the notes in my locker?” — 
Phoebe added. “The bloody doll? My shred- — 
ded uniform? Those were no accidents,” © 
Phoebe said flatly. 

“But I didn’t do any of those things. Really,” — 
Gina said in a squeaky voice. Tears glim- — 
mered in her eyes. “I know I haven’t been a — 
good sport about being an alternate. But it’s © 
because of my sister. When you lose someone ~ 
like that, you want to do sola ic To take — 
action.” } 

Frowning, Samantha shook her head. “Is — 
there a point here?” | 

“Just that my twin sister was a great cheer- © 
leader. The best. She was a county finalist ~ 
back in Oswego,” Gina explained. “I wanted to © 
get on the Shadyside squad for her. That’s ~ 
what she would want. But I’d never Aurt some- — 
one. That’s sick!” : 

The second bell rang. Phoebe looked down — 
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the corridor. “We're going to be late for 
class,” she said. 

“Are we okay?” Gina asked. “I have to know 
that you trust me.” 

“Sure, she does,” Samantha said, patting 
Gina on the back. “After all, you’ re on the 
squad. Right?” 

Gina sagged in relief. “Thanks, guys.” She 
turned and headed toward class. “See you at 
practice,” she called over her shoulder. 

“Do you trust her?” Phoebe asked 
Samantha. 

Samantha rolled her eyes. “Not at all. . 
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re you positive? Absolutely sure?” 
Phoebe heard Samantha say into the 
phone that afternoon. It was right | 
before practice, and they were in Ms. 5 
Bell’s office. - 4 
Samantha twisted the phone cord around) 
her fingers. “Uh-huh.” | 
“What?” Phoebe whispered. “What are they | 
saying?” J 
Samantha motioned at her to be quiet, 
Frustrated, Phoebe stood and paced around 
the office. ‘ 
We're definitely on to something, Phoebe 
thought, trying to ignore her racing heart. | 
Finally, Samantha hung up. “I knew it!” she 
said. “I knew we couldn't trust Gina.” P 
“What did the people at Oswego High saya 
Phoebe asked. 


44 | 
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“There’s no record of Gina Quinlan or her 
sister being on the Oswego High squad,” 
Samantha said with a smug grin. “They were 
never cheerleaders. Our friend Gina is a liar, 
Phoebe. A total liar!” 

Phoebe felt the hair on her arms prickle. 
Though she hadn’t exactly trusted Gina, she 
hadn’t been expecting this. What else had 
Gina lied about? 

Her thoughts were interrupted when Ms. 
Bell tapped on the glass window and paused 
in the doorway. 

“Find everything you need?” the teacher 
asked. 

“And more,” Samantha said. 

“Ms. Bell,” Phoebe said, trying to stay calm, 
“we just got some information about Gina, 
and—” 

“She lied to us, Ms. Bell,” Samantha inter- 
rupted. “She was never a cheerleader.” 

“I mean, she is good,” Phoebe went on. “But 
if she lied about her record, it’s really not fair 
to—” 

“Hold on,” Ms. Bell interrupted. She 
crossed the office and slid out a file drawer. 
“Do you mind telling me how you came 
across this information?” 

As their advisor sifted through her files, 
Samantha told her about the phone call to 
Oswego High in New York. 

“I see.” Ms. Bell turned around and spread 
a folder out on her desk. “But you girls made 
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one mistake.” She waved a transcript at them. © 
“Gina attended Lake Oswego High—in Oregon. — 
You had the wrong state.” 4 
Sam’s jaw dropped. 
Phoebe winced. “Oops.” ; 
Ms. Bell dropped into her desk chair. “This — 
is a major problem,” she said, shaking her i 
head. “What happened to team unity? Lately 14 
see nothing but sniping and backstabbing.” 
“But look at all the things that have hap-— 
pened, Ms. Bell,” Phoebe pointed out. “We © 
have a good reason to be suspicious.” : 
“The other girls are waiting out on the — 
field,” Ms. Bell said, grabbing her jacket from 
the back of her chair. “I think it’s time for a_ 
heart-to-heart talk.” ; 
The sun hung low in the sky as they joined © 
the other girls on the field behind the bleach- © 
ers. Joey and Gina sat together weaving grass © 
into braids, while Jade and Dana shouted 
over to some of the players. q 
“Gather up!” Ms. Bell called out. q 
The girls formed a circle around their — 
advisor. | 
“We need to discuss this squad’s future— : 
which doesn’t look good,” Ms. Bell 
announced. “The state competition is this — 
Saturday. We’re supposed to leave tomorrow 9 
night. But I’m not sure we should go.” : 
Phoebe nearly choked. “Not go to the com- 4 
petition? But it’s the biggest event of the 
year!” ' 
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Joey’s eyes widened with shock. “We have 
to go!” 

“We’ve been working so hard!” Caitlin 
added. : 

“Why waste our time?” Ms. Bell went on. 
“You girls are not working together. There’s 
zero unity on this team. And there’ve been 
too many mishaps. Maybe we should dissolve 
this squad before someone else gets hurt.” 

“No!” Jade insisted. “It’s not our fault.” 

“But things are getting scary around here,” 
Joey chimed in. “First two dead cheerleaders. 
Now things have been happening to Phoebe. 
What’s next?” 

Phoebe stared at the ground. This wasn’t 
fair. And now everyone would blame her for 
missing the competition. 

“Why is it that our problems began when a 
certain someone became team alternate?” 
Dana asked. Putting her hands on her hips, 
she turned to Gina. “That someone is desper- 
ate to get on the squad. So desperate that she 
messed with the pom-poms and batons.” 

“I did not!” Gina’s freckled face grew pink 
with anger. 

“It’s so obvious,” Jade insisted. 

“That’s not fair!” Gina shouted. “I didn’t do 
anything!” 

“That’s enough!” Ms. Bell snapped, holding 
up her hands. “Did anyone hear what I said 
about working together?” 

Everyone stopped talking. 
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“| don’t want to disband the squad, but this — 

is getting totally out of hand. First the pranks, 
now the mistrust,” she said. “I cannot believe — 
that you”—she looked at Samantha—“and — 
you, of all people”’—her glare settled on © 
Phoebe—“have stooped to snooping where — 
you don’t belong. One more incident and no ~ 
one is going to the competition this week- — 
end.” | 4 
Phoebe bit her lower lip. One more incident — 
and I could be dead, she thought. q 


Chapter Sixteen 
Ly ae eT, 


e made it to Friday, Phoebe thought 
as she adjusted her duffel bag on her 
shoulder. 

To her relief, the rest of the week 
had passed without incident. Now the cheer- 
leaders were waiting to board the van to the 
state competition. 

I guess Ms. Bell scared them all into being 
on their best behavior, Phoebe thought. 

It was four o’clock. The van was scheduled 
to leave in fifteen minutes. The girls would 
share motel rooms. They’d take squad pic- 
tures at the convention center that evening, 
then get up early the next morning for the 
competition. 

We even have a shot at a trophy, Phoebe 
thought. If we don’t kill each other first. 
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Ms. Bell rushed over, making a note on her 
— clipboard. a 

“Gina and I went over the equipment 
together, and everything is in good shape,” 
the advisor reported. “Griffin is getting the 
van ready.” i 

Griffin Smith jumped out of the van parked 
a few yards away and opened the back doors. 

“There’s one more coming!” Ms. Bell called 
to him, then turned back to Phoebe. “Wher 
is Samantha?” 7 

Phoebe checked her watch. “She must be 
running late. Do you want me to call hel 
house?” q 

“No, I'll call,” Ms. Bell said, flipping a page 
on her clipboard. “We’ve got to get moving i 
we’re going to make this trip in daylight. Just 
make sure no one wanders off anywhere, 
We’re leaving as soon as Samantha gets here.” 
She hurried inside. 

Phoebe spotted Jade aie Dana by the door, 
each with one foot braced on a bike rack to 
stretch their leg muscles. They were talking 
intently; their body language obviously 
demanded privacy. 4 

Joey dug through her luggage. Gin 
checked the locks on the footlockers ol 
equipment. She pushed one box toward the 
others, then glanced over at Phoebe. , 

“You know, Phoebe,” Gina said, “you sure 
had me fooled.” | 

“What?” Phoebe blinked. 
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“| thought you were sincere when you said 
that you believed me.” She shook her head. 
“It was all a lie. I asked Ms. Bell what she 
meant by you and Samantha snooping, and 
she told me that you guys checked me out. 
Unbelievable.” 

“All we did was make one phone call,” 
Phoebe said defensively. 

“Right. And you were ready to boot me off 
the squad.” Gina folded her arms. “Thanks for 
nothing.” 

“Let’s go!” Ms. Bell called, motioning the 
girls toward the van. 

“What about Sam?” Phoebe asked. 

“I just called her house. Samantha has the 
flu,” Ms. Bell announced. “She'll be off her 
feet for the competition. Good thing we have 
Gina.” | 

Everyone turned to face Gina. 

“You'll take Samantha’s place on the 
squad,” Ms. Bell said, patting Gina on the 
back. “And as Phoebe’s roommate.” 

Phoebe’s stomach lurched. She couldn’t | 
share a room with Gina! 

What if Gina was the one trying to hurt her? 
What if she put the ants on the pom-poms? 
And what about the fire baton? 

Phoebe wanted to talk to Ms. Bell on the 
ride to the competition. But she stopped her- 
self. What good would it do? The advisor was 
on the verge of pulling the squad from the 
competition. One complaint from Phoebe and 
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the van would be roaring back to Shadysidel ; 
Feeling totally helpless, Phoebe lugged her 
duffel bag from the van to the mote 
courtyard. 4 
The room she was supposed to share with 
Gina overlooked a small in-ground pool that — 
had been drained for the winter. The room was — 
clean and cheerful, with pale blue carpeting, 
satin flowers, and twin beds covered with 
flowered spreads. D | 
Phoebe dropped her jacket onto one bed as ’ 
Gina appeared at the door. 
“Can I come in?” Gina asked. 
Phoebe shrugged. “It’s your room, too.” | 
She brought her suitcase in and closed the - 
door. “Look, I know Sam is your friend. I know” 
you're mad at me. And | know you think I’m_ 
nuts,” Gina said, sitting on the edge of her bed . 
and bouncing a little. “But right now I’m so- 
happy to be in the competition ... and I don’t” 
want anything to ruin that. Can’ t we be 
friends?” { 
Pulling open her duffel bag, Phoebell 
frowned. “Hey, I’d love a truce. But I’m sorry,” © 
she said, “I don’t trust you, Gina. Not after” h 
everything that’s happened.” 
“I was never behind any of that stuff.” Ginal 
stood up. “I just want to cheer. That’s all. 
Really. Cross my heart. Truce?” q 
Phoebe hesitated. Gina seemed so genuine. — 
So happy to be here. Phoebe didn’t know — 
what to think anymore. 4 
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“Okay, truce.” She pulled out her new 
uniform. “We need to get our uniforms on. 
We’re leaving for the convention center 
soon.” 

Gina smiled and started digging through 
her suitcase. “I’ve already tried mine on a 
zillion times! It’s going to feel great to wear it 
for real.” 

The tension eased as the girls kicked off 
their shoes and pulled on the maroon and 
white outfits. Gina seemed so sincere. Was it 
possible that what she said was true? That 
people misjudged her simply because they 
knew she was desperate to be on the squad? 

Phoebe smoothed the pleats of her new 
skirt. . 

“I love the Shadyside colors!” Gina turned a 
cartwheel between the beds. 

“Easy, Phoebe warned, catching a teeter- 
ing lamp. “Ms. Bell will send us home if we — 
wreck the place.” 

Someone knocked on the door. A frantic 
knock. ; 

Phoebe looked through the peephole and 
groaned. | 

Jade was standing there in her cheerleader 
uniform, glancing up and down the hallway. 

Phoebe swung open the door and forced a 
smile. “What’s up, Jade?” 

“It’s Dana!” she cried. Her chin quivered 
and tears glistened in her eyes. “I need your 
help. She’s hurt really bad!” 
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Chapter Seventeen 


hoebe hesitated. Was this a joke? Jade 
looked awful. Her face was all puffy and © 
red. Her lower lip trembled. Phoebe © 
knew that something serious was going 


on. 7 
“Dana fell into the empty pool! Come on!” | 
Jade insisted, pulling on Phoebe’s sleeve. 
Phoebe let Jade tug her out the open door- © 
way. “Get Ms. Bell!” Phoebe called to Gina. | 
“I tried her room! She’s not there!” Jade 
exclaimed. She swiped at her eyes, pointing — 
into the gathering darkness. “We've got to” 
help Dana.” q 
“Let’s go!” Phoebe said. 
“Over here!” Jade cried, racing across the 
courtyard. “We put on our uniforms and then © 
came outside. We were fooling around, but | 
she tripped and fell in.’ / 
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Phoebe and Gina followed her to the pool 
area. Jade pointed toward the deep end, 
where a tall, empty lifeguard chair towered | 
into the night sky. 

“There!” Still hysterical, Jade dashed over 
to the edge of the pool and pointed down- 
ward. “She’s right there! She’s—” 

Gina and Phoebe joined her, straining to 
see into the shadowy depths of the pool. 
Phoebe could make out a dark shape, but as_ 
the wind stirred she realized it was only a 
clump of leaves. | 

“Where?” Gina asked, squinting. “Where is 
she?” 

Jade shook her head in disbelief. “She was 
right there—below us. I don’t—” 

“Okay, Jade,” Phoebe interrupted her. “Was 
this another joke? Because it’s cold out here, 
and—” 

“No!” Jade insisted, clutching Phoebe’s 
arm. “She was here. What happened to her?” — 

“We'll find her,” Gina said patiently. 

Jade and Gina headed off. Phoebe started 
to follow. 

Then something hit her from behind. 

_ Shocked, she opened her mouth to scream 
as an arm snaked around her arms and waist, 
holding her tight. A cloth was jabbed into her 
mouth. | 

Strong arms dragged her across the court- 
yard toward the parking lot. 

“Nnnnnngg!” she groaned as the toes of her 
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sneakers scraped over the asphalt. | 
She flailed and struggled. She turned and 

spotted the school van at the end of the park- 

ing lot. Griffin was there, locking up he 


doors. 


get his attention. But he never looked up. { 
Then Phoebe felt herself being pushed for- 7 
ward headfirst. She groaned as her leg 
scraped against something hard. She realized 

_ it was the door of a vehicle—some kind of 
van. She tumbled inside as the door slammed. — 
Thin carpeting scraped her face. She 
pushed herself up and yanked the cloth out of - 
her mouth. i 

_ What was going on? 
The windows were dark. All she could make ~ 
out were dim lights and shapes outside. Then — 
she heard a scuffling noise. } 
The doors popped open again. Phoebe— 
cowered back, trembling in terror. She saw 
the silhouettes of two men, each holding a_ 
struggling girl. b 
Jade and Gina. 
“What’s going on?” Phoebe peered at the 
men, trying to see their faces, but it was too” 
dark. All she knew was that they were big and ~ 
broad-shouldered. 
They shoved Gina and Jade into the van; 
then the doors slammed shut again. 7 
Phoebe scrambled to the doors but could ' 
not unlatch them. She held her breath. She 4 
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heard hurried footsteps outside and two 
more slamming doors up front. Then the 
engine roared to life. 

Jade started crying. “We’re dead,” she 
sobbed. “They’re going to kill us!” 

“Shh!” Gina said. “Don’t give them any 
ideas.” 

The van swerved, and Phoebe fell against a 
heap of clothes on the floor. 

No. Not clothes. Dana. 

She recognized the crumpled figure in a 
dim shaft of light that filtered through the 
window. Phoebe’s fingers grazed Dana’s arm, 
and she was relieved to find it warm. | 

“Il think they knocked her out,” Phoebe 
murmured, feeling sick to her stomach. She 
felt along Dana’s arm and pressed her wrist. A 
pulse. Yes, she was alive. 

Dana moaned. 

“Are you Okay?” Phoebe asked her. 

Dana rubbed her eyes. “My head hurts. 
What’s going on?” 

No one answered. 

Fear shot through Phoebe as she stared at 
the tinted rear windows...into the 
darkness. 

The wheels hummed, putting even more 
distance between the girls and safety. Phoebe 
thought they might be driving on a highway. 

Where are they taking us? she wondered. 
What do they want? 

Finally, the van rumbled over a rougher 
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surface and stopped. Without warning, the 
doors flew open. 


appeared in the soarivay “Hello, girls,” his. 
low voice growled. “Welcome to Camp > 
Kidnap.” q 


ae Chapter Eighteen 


idnapped? 

Phoebe stared at the stranger peering 
into the van. It didn’t make sense. 

Trying not to panic, she forced herself 
to memorize what he looked like. She realized 
she had never seen him before in her life. His 
head was shaved, and he wore two gold rings 
in one ear. His hands were propped casually 
on the bumper as he leaned forward. 

“Well, girls? Are you coming out? Or do you 
want a written invitation?” he asked. 

Silently, the cheerleaders climbed out of 
the van. 

As Phoebe’s feet crunched over stones, she 
studied the area. The gravel road ended at a 
small log cabin. From the glow of the windows, 
the cabin looked rustic. Very isolated. It was 
the only building in sight. 
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Phoebe glanced over her shoulder and saw — 
that in the other direction the road disap- — 
peared into shadowy woods. a 

“Hurry up!” the bald guy yelled, waving am 
flashlight. 4 

Phoebe realized he was bellowing at two 
guys near the side of the cabin. They were — 
hacking at something—maybe chopping | 
wood. But the steady pounding noise gave — 
Phoebe the creeps. ; 
“Just hold on, Mitch,” one of them called — 
back. 

Mitch muttered something under his breath, — 
then moved the flashlight over the girls. He © 
yanked Phoebe’s arm hard as she strained to — 
scan the road. “Believe me,” he said, “there’s 
nothing to see. We’re out in the boonies.” 

He grabbed Phoebe’s wrist and slapped a 
metal handcuff around it. “There you go. And 
you.” He pulled Dana over and handcuffed 
them together. 

“This is too tight!” Dana protested. 

“Too bad,” Mitch grumbled. 

Then he took out another pair of cuffs and 
locked Gina’s wrist to Jade’s. “You can’t get 
far when you're locked to someone else.” 

Using her free hand, Phoebe touched the 
tight metal ring. There was no way she could 
squeeze her wrist out. } 

“I see what you’re doing, Phoebe,” Mitch 
said, reaching into his pocket and pulling 
something out. 
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Click. 

A shiny blade glimmered before Phoebe’s 
eyes. 

A switchblade. 

Mitch glared at Phoebe. “Don’t even think 
about trying to get away. We've got to have 
some rules around here. Every time you girls 
misbehave, someone is going to pay. You're 
the ringleader, Phoebe. Since you call the 
shots, you take the first hit.” 

Phoebe shuddered at his words. 

Maybe she should promise him money. 
Wasn’t that what kidnappers usually wanted? 

“My parents will pay a ransom,” she 
blurted out, then tried to swallow over the 
painful lump in her throat. She couldn’t take 
her eyes off the razor-sharp knife. 

He shrugged. “We've got three other little 
ransom packages here. We can afford to let 
you die, Phoebe,” he said. “Just to let every- 
one know we’re serious.” 

Phoebe clamped her mouth shut, a chill 
slipping down her spine. Still, her mind raced. 
There had to be a way to escape. 

“Hey, Jenner!” Mitch called to one of the 
other guys. “Did you open the cabin yet?” 
“You have the keys, man,” Jenner called 
back. | 

“Idiots!” he grumbled, holding the blade in 
one hand as he fished around in his jacket 
pockets with the other. He started shuffling 
toward the cabin. 
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He’s distracted, Phoebe thought. This is our 
chance. 4 
Phoebe lowered her head and waved Jade 
and Gina closer. a 

“On the count of three we are going to fly r 
down that road,” Phoebe whispered. “Run 
like crazy. Because this might be our one : 
chance to get away.” .. 

“lm scared,” Jade said. “These guys are 
serious.’ 

“Phoebe’s right, ” Gina whispered, nodlng 
“Let’s try it.” f 

Phoebe locked arms with Dana and 
breathed, “One...two... three!” q 

Pebbles skittered underfoot as the girls’ 
bolted down the road. Phoebe found it hard 
to run while keeping step with Dana, but they” 
were getting away. q 

We’re going to make it! Phoebe thought. ~ 

“Hey!” one of the guys shouted. ‘They’ re 
taking off!” : q 

From a distance behind them Phoebe heard 1 
the van doors slam and the engine roar. 

“Quick—into the woods!” Phoebe said. | 
Phoebe pulled Dana along, synchronizin g 

their footsteps. Thorns tore at her bare legsa 
but she tried to ignore the pain. 

They had to keep hidden. 

They had to keep running. 

Phoebe’s heart pounded. Through the 
trees, she heard the van moving down the e 
gravel road not far away from them. It. was 
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hovering, tracking them. Then it roared past. 

“We’re getting away!” Phoebe whispered. 

Phoebe and Dana broke their pace to climb 
over some rotting logs. Gina and Jade followed. 
After that, the woods sloped downhill to a 
clearing lit by the half-moon. 

“The main road,” Phoebe gasped. “We made 
it! We can follow it to town,” she said. “Maybe 
even hitch a ride back.” 

An engine sounded in the distance. A car. 

“We're saved!” Dana cried, dragging Phoebe 
toward the road. 

“Wait!” Phoebe exclaimed. “It might be 
them.” She pulled Dana back. “We’ve got to 
hide until we’re sure.” 

Phoebe spotted a clump of boulders jutting 
out near the top of the incline. “Behind those 
rocks!” she shouted. 

The girls clambered their way toward the 
boulders, and ducked behind them. 

The night was silent except for the crickets 
and the sound of the approaching vehicle. 
Then tires squeaked to a momentary halt, 
and headlights flickered over the rocks. 

Phoebe held her breath as the beams 
washed around her...then moved on. She 
peeked over the rocks—and saw the kidnap- 
pers’ van slowly roll down the road. 

They didn’t see us, Phoebe thought. We’re 
still safe. 

Then Dana screamed. 

And Phoebe felt a hard yank on her wrist. 
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Dana had lost her footing and was tumbling : 


down the incline. Pulling Phoebe out from 
their hiding place and down the slope. 

Down ...down they fell. Sliding through 
_ mud, banging into rocks and tree roots. 

At the bottom they rolled to a halt. 

Phoebe felt a sharp pain in her side, but 
she had to get up. 


“Come on, Dana! We’ve got to get out of 


here! They might come back and see us!” 
Phoebe cried. 

But Dana sat frozen, gaping at the road 
before them in horror. : | 

Phoebe followed her gaze. The van was 
returning. And the beam of its headlights hit 
the girls. 

Pinning them. 

They were caught! 
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Chapter Nineteen 
a 


hoebe pulled frantically at Dana’s arm. 
“Come on! We have to get away!” 

Dana shook her head. “My foot,” she 
cried. “It’s stuck in the mud.” 

Phoebe’s heart sank as she stared at Dana’s 
buried foot—and at the handcuffs connecting 
her to Dana. She heard Gina whimper from 
somewhere above them. 

Then she saw the door on the driver’s side 
of the van open. A shadowy figure stepped 
out. 

He sauntered around to the front, and the 
headlights hit him. 

“Griffin?” Phoebe said. 

He did see me in the parking lot! she real- 
ized. “Griffin!” she called out. 

“Are you all okay?” Griffin asked when he 
reached them. “Here, Phoebe, take my hand,” 
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he said. “Careful, Dana. I’m going to pull you 
both to your feet.” 

Griffin managed to get Phoebe and Dana 
safely upright. Then he went up the slope for 
the others. 

When they were all standing beside the 
school van, Phoebe heaved an enormous 
sigh. 

“What about these?” she asked Griffin, 
holding up her cuffed wrist. She motioned to 
Gina’s and Jade’s handcuffs, too. 

“We'll deal with that later,” Griffin said. 
“First, let’s get out of here. Those guys might 
drive back through here any minute.” 

Inside the van, Phoebe let herself sink into 
the seat beside Dana and relax. They were 
safe. They were headed back to the motel. 
Everything was going to be fine. 

Relieved, Phoebe glanced out at the dark 
night. They were driving on a quiet two-lane 
road through a small town. Old-fashioned 
lampposts whipped past the window. 

Phoebe bit her lower lip. She thought the 
guy named Mitch had driven them from the 
motel toward the cabin on a highway. “Are we 
lost?” she asked Griffin. 

“Don’t worry, Phoebe,” he said. “I know 
where I’m going.” | 

They stopped at a railroad crossing. Then 
barbed-wire fencing sped past the window. A 
dark stretch of tired buildings. An old 
warehouse. | 
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Phoebe had a weird feeling. 

“But, Griffin,” she replied, “I don’t think this 
is the way back to the motel.” — 

Griffin braked for a red light. “How about a 
cheer to pass the time, Phoebe?” he suggested. 
“You know my favorite? Oh, I’m gonna get you. 
Oh, yeah, I’m gonna catch you!” 

Griffin turned and gazed at Phoebe. The 
gleam in his eyes made her shiver. Those 
eyes... 

She gasped. 

Because she knew. 

“Oh, yeah, I’m gonna get you,” he murmured 
again as he hit the gas. 

The cheer .... i 
The cheer that He had played on the cell 
phone that night. The cheer that had blasted 

from the car... 

The notes and the shredded uniform and 
the bloody doll in her locker . . . everything. 

Griffin was the one. 


Chapter Twenty 


his can't be hapabisincd Phoebe thought. 
She couldn’t stop shaking. 7 
“Where are you taking us, Griffin?” she ' 
asked, her voice cracking. a 
Griffin hit the gas hard. “Somewhere with a 4 
lot of space,” he said. “You girls need prac- — 
tice. Lots of practice.” q 
“What?” Gina asked. “Come on, Griffin, this 
isn’t funny. Take us back to the motel.” ft 
“As if any of you have a choice,” Griffin — 
muttered. F 
“Mitch put you up to this, didn’t he?” Dana © 
blurted out, then she turned to Jade. “Or was | 
it you? Was this part of the plan? Did you © 
forget to tell me about this part?” q 
“Of course this wasn’t part of the plan!” — 
Jade said. q 
Confused, Phoebe studied their faces. q 
“What do you mean?” she asked. “What plan?” | 
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Dana glanced at Jade nervously, then 
turned to Phoebe. “It was supposed to be, 
um ... you know, a joke.” 

“What was?” Gina asked. 

“The kidnapping,” Dana replied. 

“A joke?” Phoebe repeated. 

“Oh, come down from the throne, Princess 
Phoebe,” Jade replied. “We hired Mitch, okay? 
We just wanted to scare you into quitting as 
captain of the squad.” 

“What?” Phoebe glared at Jade and Dana. 
“You hate me that much?” 

“It’s not about you,’ "Dana insisted. “Really.” 

“This is senior year,” Jade explained. “My 
last chance to be squad captain. And you’re 
the only thing standing in my way.” 

“I can’t believe you guys dragged me into 
this,” Gina cried out. 

Phoebe was so confused. She didn’t know 
what to think. Jade and Dana had done every- 
thing? Then what about Griffin? 

“So you were lying. You did put that stuff 
in my locker!” Phoebe said, thinking aloud. 
“The notes and the bloody doll. And you set 
up my... accidents.” 

“No way. ” Jade frowned. “I told you I didn’t 
do that.” 

“Yeah, but that stuff gave us the idea for the 
kidnapping,” Dana added. 

“Quiet!” Griffin barked from the driver’s 
seat. 

Phoebe glanced forward and saw his hands 
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clenching the wheel. She turned back to Jade 
and Dana. “This is part of the joke, right? I 
mean, I know you said it wasn’t, but that was 
all an act... right?” 

Real fear glimmered in Dana’s eyes. She 
was frozen, too scared to speak. 

And Jade—even Jade crouched down in her 
seat, looking vulnerable for the first time 
ever. “] want to go back to the motel,” she 
whimpered. “Please.” 

“Please,” Phoebe echoed, turning back to 
Griffin. “Take us back. We never hurt you. We 
never did anything to you.” 

“Consider it payback for every backstab- 
bing cheerleader who’s ever been on the 
Shadyside squad.” 

“But... what do you have against the 
cheerleaders?” Gina asked. 

“My sister was a cheerleader at Shadyside,” 
Griffin said with venom in his voice. “Once 
upon a time. But she never got a chance to 
finish her senior year . .. because she died.” 

Got to keep him talking, Phoebe thought 
quickly. If he’s talking to us, maybe he'll stop 
wanting to hurt us. “What was your sister’s 
name?” she asked after a moment. 

“Laura,” Griffin said quietly. 

Phoebe fumbled for what to say next. “Did 
she like being a cheerleader?” 

“She was so happy when she made the 
squad,” he said in a faraway voice. “Used to 
practice the cheers around the house all the 
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time. She wasn’t very good, and she knew it. 
But she was working so hard—to try and get 
better.” 

“So, how did she make the squad if she 
wasn’t good?” Dana asked. 

“You tell me,” Griffin said, sarcastically. 

“What are you talking about?” Phoebe 
asked, flinching at the harsh note in his voice. 

“She was the cheerleaders’ little joke. They 
wanted to make a fool out of her, so they let 
her on the squad. They thought it was so 
funny at the games when she missed a step or 
clapped out of time. Everybody knew she was 
a joke. Everybody but Laura. She was so 
proud of herself for becoming one of them.” 

He jerked the steering wheel, and the van 
lurched around a turn. 

“Be careful, Griffin!” Jade cried out, nearly 
tumbling off her seat. “You’re going to get us 
killed!” 

Griffin laughed hysterically. “Not yet, any- 
way, he called from the front. 

The tires screeched as he rounded another 
corner, and Phoebe tried again to distract 
him. 

“What happened to your sister?” she asked. 

“I told you before,” Griffin replied. “She 
died.” 

“lm so sorry, Griffin,” Phoebe told him. 
“How did it happen?” : 

“They made her climb up to the top of a 
mount and jump off. They were supposed to 
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catch her, but they didn’t. They let her fall—_ 


and break her neck. They said it was an 
accident.” 

“Maybe it was,” Gina said. 

“It wasn’t!” Griffin snapped. “And now 
someone has to pay. I’ve been planning my 
revenge for so long. Working out the details.” 
He paused. “At first I was just going to punish 
Phoebe.” 

“Why me?” Phoebe asked in disbelief. 
“Because you're the captain,” he said, glar- 


ing at her before turning his eyes back to the — 


road. “You set the whole thing up.” 

Phoebe felt sick. He was crazy. None of this 
made sense. 

“But now that | have you all...” Griffin’s 
voice trailed off. 

Phoebe could see his wicked grin in the 
rearview mirror. 

They passed through the small town to a 
deserted area—a grid of railroad tracks and a 
dark, dingy warehouse. 

Griffin pulled the van up to a loading dock. 

Maybe they could make an escape now that 
the van was stopping, Phoebe thought. 


Phoebe’s stomach sank as Griffin punched 


a code on the remote-control device on the 
van’s visor and a huge garage door opened. 
We have to get out of here! she thought, 
desperately scanning the area. 
Railroad tracks. Empty lots. And this 
warehouse. 
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There was no place to hide. No place to 
run. And the girls were still handcuffed 
together. 

How can we get away? 

“Here we go,” Griffin said as he rolled the 
van up the ramp and oe into the huge 
warehouse. 

He killed the engine and ana the remote to 
close the garage door. “Last stop, ladies. 
Everybody out.” 

They awkwardly climbed out of the van. 
Phoebe shivered. There was no heat in the 
building, and the stench of something rotten 
stung her nose. 

Moonlight strained through the .dingy 
windows. It glinted on cool metal. Phoebe 
squinted to see her surroundings. Rows of 
giant hooks. Long tables. Conveyor belts and 
shiny machines. 

A scuttling sounded nearby, circling the 
girls. 

“What’s that noise?” Jade asked. 

“Rats,” Griffin said gleefully. “They’re 
everywhere.” 

Fear covered Phoebe like a black veil. 

“What is this place?” Gina asked. 

“Let me give you the grand tour.” Griffin 
clicked on a flashlight. Its eerie glow streaked 
across the room. 

“It used to be a meatpacking plant.” Griffin 
smiled. “Sort of grim, but we'll make the most 
of it. Right, girls?” 
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No one answered. 

“Here’s the giant grinder...the electric © 
saws... His light bounced and gleamed off — 
the cold, metallic machines. 4 

Grinders? Saws? Phoebe couldn’t believe © 
her eyes. Griffin was a monster. 

Griffin grabbed a curved metal prong and 
threw it toward Phoebe. n 

She ducked. The hook whipped past her and ~ 
landed with a clanking sound on the floor. ' 

“Scared?” Griffin laughed. “It’s just a meat © 
hook.” 

Phoebe pressed close to Dana, who was 
trembling. Jade cowered, uncharacteristically 
quiet. 
“Have a seat,” Griffin said, directing them © 
to a group of metal chairs. He leaned into the — 
shadows and reappeared, carrying coils of 
elastic cord with hooks on the ends. | 

“Wh-why did you bring us to a meat f 
factory?” Gina stammered. | 

“It’s got everything we need.” Griffin 
quickly secured the girls into their chairs 
with the elastic cords. “Space. Privacy. And 
toys. Lots of toys.” 

He ducked back into the shadows and 
grunted as he heaved something onto his 
shoulder. 

“Like this.” He swung toward the girls. 

Hoisting an electric saw with a mammoth 
blade. ; 
_ Phoebe gasped, staring at the jagged teeth © 
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of the tool. 

Wheeee! The blade began to whir. The 
razor-sharp edges glinted in the moonlight. 

“This will only take a minute!” he shouted 
over the noise. 

Terror exploded in the air as he dipped 
toward Phoebe and Dana. 

Close. So close, Phoebe could feel air stir- 
ring from the speeding blade. 

The girls screamed, ducking away from the 
Saw. | 

Phoebe’s heart pounded. 

Wheeeee! the saw whirred toward them. 
Griffin moved the blade toward Phoebe’s 
wrist and smiled. An evil, menacing smile. 
He’s going to cut off my hand! Phoebe realized. 
I’m going to bleed to death! 

She closed her eyes as she heard the blade 
make contact. 


Chapter Twenty-one 


hoebe couldn’t look. She clenched her 
teeth, waiting for the pain. 

Waiting for the cold blade to slice into 
her skin. 

But there was only pressure on her wrist... 
and the whining noise of the saw. 

Then the noise stopped. 

Phoebe opened her eyes and shuddered. 
She saw Griffin standing tall, the saw at his 
side. 

“Chickens!” he cried. “I was just cutting off 
your handcuffs,” he said. “You won’t be need- 
ing them now. I have other plans for you.” 

Phoebe’s pulse hammered in her ears as he 
revved up the saw again and cut the chain © 
between Gina and Jade. 

“What do you want from us?” Phoebe 
asked. | 
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“That’s better,” he said, ignoring the ques- 
tion. He slid the saw onto a metal table. He 
glanced at Jade. “Those kidnappers were 
amateurs. Where’d you find them?” | 

“They’re my cousin’s friends,” Jade said 
meekly. 

“Yeah? Well, they didn’t know the first thing 
about kidnapping.” 

He pulled a chair up in front of Phoebe and 
straddled it so that he could look her. 
squarely in the eye. She shivered violently, 
but she didn’t want him to know how fright- 
ened she was. : 

“What’s the matter, Phoebe?” he asked in a 
mocking voice. “You’re shaking.” 

“It’s cold in here,” she replied. 

“Poor Phoebe. You won't be able to hide 
under the covers anymore. Do you miss your 
cushy blue quilt?” 

Phoebe shuddered as he laughed. 

“Are you wondering how I know about 
that?” he asked. 

My blue quilt . . 

Phoebe shook her head. She remembered 
how she had found mud around the edges. 
And tracks leading from her window. How her — 
squad photo was missing. 

“I know everything about you, Phoebe,” he 
said, his dark eyes glimmering with pride. 
“Everything. | saw you in the cemetery. And 
under the bleachers, kissing your boyfriend. 
Crying over your chemistry exam in the 
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lunchroom. I’ve touched the photos in your 
locker, the lockets on your dresser. I've been 
watching you, Phoebe.” 4 

“I don’t get it,” Phoebe said, trying to keep” 
her voice steady. “Why me, Griffin?” q 
_ “You have the perfect life my sister should © 
have had,” Griffin said quietly. “Captain of the — 
cheerleading squad. Good grades. Pretty. © 
Popular. I started watching you because you © 
reminded me of Laura. Of what she should ~ 
have been...” | q 

The thought of Griffin following her made © 
Phoebe’s skin crawl. How long had he been © 
watching her? d 

“Once, back in September, I tried to talk to © 
you after practice. | thought that you might — 


be nice, the way Laura was....” His voice © 
trailed off for a moment; then his eyes shone 7 
with anger. 


“But you weren't,” he sneered. ' 

Phoebe’s mind whirled back to September ~ 
as she tried to figure out what he was talking ~ 
about. She vaguely recalled his coming up to 
her on the track after cheering practice one ~ 
day, asking her something about where she ~ 
wanted him to store the megaphones they ; 
were using for a routine. | 


She remembered it because it was the _ 


first time Ty had ever talked to her. She had © 
been annoyed when Griffin had cut into their ~ 
conversation. a 

Now she realized, with a sinking feeling, © 
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that she must have been so wrapped up in Ty 
that she’d totally brushed Griffin off. | 

“| didn’t mean to treat you badly, Griffin,” 
she said gently. 

“Too late, Miss Perfection.” 

Reaching up, he unlatched another giant 
meat hook from an overhead belt. 

Phoebe shuddered as he shoved it under 
her chin. 

The icy prong pressed against her skin, 
ready to pierce. 

“How are you going to get yourself off the 
hook, Phoebe?” he snarled like a crazed 
animal. 


Chapter Twenty-two q 


b, 
a 

y 
| 

4 


hoebe whimpered and squeezed he@ 
eyes shut. But she could still picture it. 

The huge hook stabbing through her 
chin. 

Plunging into her skull. 

Gouging her brain. 

Her muscles clenched as she waited. 

But there was no pain. 1 | 

Nothing. } 

She opened her eyes, and Griffin laughed. ~ 

“I’m not going to kill you, Phoebe.” He 
waved the hook in front of her face. “T want to. 
have you around. At least for now.” 

“Can’t you please untie me then, Griffin?” 
she managed to ask in a normal voice, trying 
her best to reason with him. 

“As a matter of fact, I can,” he said. a 

This might be a trick, Phoebe told herself, 
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flinching as he put the hook aside and leaned 
toward her. 

He unfastened the cord around her. 

“Get up,” Griffin said. 

Phoebe knew better than to refuse. She 
rose from her seat. 

Griffin nodded and turned to Gina. “Come 
on, you're next,” he said, untying her. “Just so 
long as you know not to disobey me.” 

When they were all standing in a line before 
him, he reached into his jacket pocket and 
took out a small travel alarm clock. Grinning, 
he methodically wound it, then fiddled with 
the button that set the timer on the back. 

“You have five minutes,” he said gleefully, 
placing the clock on a narrow metal table. 
The ticking was almost deafening, echoing 
throughout the empty room. 

“Five minutes for what?” Phoebe asked 
warily. 

“Five minutes to work up the little routine 
that you’re going to perform for me. I want 
you to show me how well you can do the one 
thing Laura wanted most. To be the perfect 
cheerleader.” 

Griffin paced back and forth in front of 
them. 

“Four perfect cheers,” he went on. “That’s 
what I want to see when I get back. I know 
how you cheerleaders get upset if anyone 
misses a step or claps out of time. I get 
upset, too. So if anyone messes up—even the 
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anton bit—somebody dies. How does that 4 
sound?” a 
None of them answered. The only sound 4 
was the ticking clock. | i 
“Don’t even think of trying to escape. Even ~ 
if you can’t see me, I'll be watching you the © 
whole time. And if anyone so much as fries to — 
run away, you'll all die. I think that’s fair, © 
don’t you?” 
None of them replied. } 
“Good. I'll be back when the timer goes off.” — 
He walked away, swinging the flashlight at his © 
side. ‘ 
Something brushed against Phoebe’s foot. — 
She glanced down. i 
“A rat!” she cried, and jumped. 4 
It squealed and scuttled over the toe of her 
shoe. “Phoebe, are you okay?” Gina gasped. _ 
Phoebe took a deep breath. “Yeah,” she 
murmured. q 
“He’s going to kill us!” Jade sobbed. “We’re ~ 
going to die!” i 
Phoebe turned to her. Jade’s chin was quiv- ~ 
ering, and her cheeks were wet with tears. “If _ 
we do what he says, maybe he won’t hurt us,” — 
she said gently. _ 
“But how are we going to cheer perfectly © 
without messing up?” Dana asked. “I mean, ~ 
look at us, Phoebe! Look at Jade.” a 
She was right, Phoebe realized. Jade was — 
falling apart, on the verge of eevee totally r 
hysterical. I 
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“We’ll get through this if we work together,” 
Phoebe said, stroking Jade’s arm. “We have to” 
stay focused. We'll pretend we're at the 
competition.” 

“Yeah, right,” Dana said sarcastically. “Do 
you hear that?” 

Off in another part of the warehouse, 
Griffin was banging on something metallic. 

“What’s he doing?” Gina asked. 

“1 don’t know,” Phoebe answered. There 
was no way to predict Griffin's next move. 

He kept hammering. 

“Let’s hurry up and figure out which cheers 
we're going to do,” Phoebe said above the 
noise. : 

“Are you crazy? We can’t cheer! We’ve Bb 
to get out of here!” Jade sobbed. “I can’t take 
this. Rats and saws and... and meat hooks. I- 
I want to go home!” 

“Okay, okay, calm down,” Phoebe said, 
sounding more confident than she felt. “If we 
stick together, maybe we can—” 

Her words were interrupted by the shrill 
ringing of the alarm. 


Chapter Twenty-three __ 4 


éd ello, team!” Griffin emerged from the 


shadows, a twisted grin on his face. — 
“All warmed up?” he asked. i 
“That wasn’t five whole minutes!” 
Dana protested. 4 
“You know what they say,” Griffin replied 
with a smirk. “Time flies when you’re havi 
fun.” : 
“I want to go home!” Jade wailed. “Let me 
go!” 7 
“Take it easy.” Griffin folded his arms. 
“Whining will get you nowhere. Laura never _ 
complained.” 
Jade sobbed, her chin quivering. 
Phoebe understood how she felt. Shel 
wanted to burst into tears, too. But she had 
to stay calm. , 
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She was the leader. 

If she lost it, everyone would. 

“You know,” Gina said, breaking the silence, 
“when you were talking about Laura, it 
reminded me of my sister. My twin, Angie. She 
was a Cheerleader, too.” 

“Hip-hip-hooray,” Griffin said sarcastically. 
“What happened? She didn’t make it onto 
your squad?” 

“She died last year,” Gina replied, her voice 
cracking with emotion. “Angie was a really 
good person. She was nice to people. And she 
was friends with everybody. Is that the way 
Laura was?” 

Phoebe held her breath as Griffin paused. 
He seemed surprised by the question. 

“Yeah, that was Laura,” he admitted after a 
moment. “She had time for everyone.” 

“I really miss my sister,” Gina said. “I think 
about her every day. Cheerleading was her 
whole life. And she was really good at it.” 

Griffin stared down at the floor. 

Gina’s getting to him, Phoebe realized. 

“| didn’t know Laura,” Gina went on. “But if 


she were here, I bet she’d laugh. She’d think 


you brought us here as a joke.” 

Griffin glanced up at Gina. “A joke?” 

Gina nodded. “And she’d let us go. And 
later we'd all have a good laugh together. You, 


too, Griffin.” 


Phoebe held her breath, waiting. . : 
“Do yeu want to see a picture of my sister?” 


Gina touched the heart-shaped locket around 
her neck. i 
Griffin’s eyes seemed to soften. “Could re 
he asked softly. } 
Gina nodded and held the chain away from i 
her neck. } 
Griffin gently touched the locket with his 
fingers. i 
Then he clutched it in his palm. 7 
Gina screamed as he tore it off her neck. ~ 
“Did you really think I'd fall for your act?” 
Griffin asked. “That I’d feel sorry for you 
because your sister died?” ‘ 
Gina frowned. “It’s not an act! It’s—” a 
“A way to trick me into letting you go?” 
Griffin roared. “I’m not stupid, Gina. This isn’t 
a joke. And you’re going to stick to my plant | ? 
My ss My pone } 


was getting through | to Griffin. Now he - 
seemed more dangerous than ever. ' 

“Okay, girls.” He waved his hand with a 
flourish and grabbed a rusty meat hook. “It’s © 


{” 


show time! 


Chapter Twenty -four 


hoebe stood frozen with fear. So did the 
other cheerleaders. “I said show time!” 
Griffin yelled. “Now!” 

Phoebe’s heart skipped a beat. She 
pulled Jade into place behind her and saw 
Gina step into position as well. 

Griffin jabbed at Dana with the rusty hook. 
“Line up, the way I’ve seen you do at practice. 
Go ahead.” : 

Phoebe saw Dana’s eyes widen with terror 
as the hook sliced through her sweater, graz- © 
ing her arm. Griffin gave the hook a tug, 
pulling her into line in front of Phoebe. | 

“That’s better.” Griffin removed the hook, 
then sat back in a chair. He pointed the flash- 
light at the girls. “You’ve got the spotlight. 
Let’s see the first cheer.” 

The first cheer! Phoebe’s mind clicked 
through possibilities. 
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She took a deep breath and shouted, © 
“Victory, let’s go!” 4 
“V-I-C-T-O-R-Y!” the girls shouted. “Victory is — 
our battlecry!” 4 
They clapped and stomped and moved in © 
rhythm. q 

_ Phoebe glanced down the line as Griffin’s 
words echoed through her mind. q 
‘If anyone messes up—even the slightest ~ 
bit—somebody dies.” a 
“V-I-C-T-O-R-Y!” they repeated once, then © 
twice. Each time, the girls stepped out farther ~ 
into the V formation. { 
“So far, so good,” Griffin announced. “Keep 
going.” | { 
Phoebe led the girls through another cheer, ~ 
and then another. 
They were more together than they’d ever © 
been before. Even Jade held up. H 
They were almost through. When they fin- q 
ished, would he let them go? ) 
Phoebe couldn’t take the risk. Her mind © 
raced. What could she do? i 
_ Then it came to her. r 
She shouted the name of the next cheer. — 
“We’re Gonna Get You, let’s go!” i 
It went smoothly. Every step was in sync, — 
every clap in perfect rhythm. Phoebe consid- — 
ered waiting to see what Griffin did when they — 


finished the cheer. After all, he’d said he’d let _ 


them go. And even if he tried anything, it was 
four against one. 
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Maybe she should just play it safe. ... 

Then, out of the corner of her eye, Phoebe 
saw Jade step out with her left foot instead of 
her right. 

Did Griffin notice? 

Phoebe glanced at him. Griffin’s eyes were 
on Jade. He rubbed his chin, and the corners 
of his mouth quirked upward. 

No! Phoebe thought in desperation. 

_ Griffin’s gaze met hers. His eyes held an 
amused, knowing expression. 

And Phoebe realized what she had to do. 

They reached the end of the cheer. 

She took a deep breath. 

Here goes! 

She cartwheeled forward, landing right 
beside Griffin. 

Smirking, he lifted his hands to clap. 

And she pounced. 

She swiped the big flashlight right out of 
his lap. Swinging with all her might, she 
whacked it over his head. 

“Ugh!” he groaned, ducking. 

“Go!” Phoebe screamed to the girls. “Run! Go!” 

Their footsteps pattered across the floor as 
Phoebe kept her eyes on Griffin. 

“You little brat!” He moaned and doubled 
over, clutching his head. “You’ll pay for this!” 

Phoebe turned to follow the girls. But she 
couldn't find them. | 

They had scattered in the darkness. 

What should she do now? Catching a flurry 
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of motion, she ran in that direction, thinking 
it must be one of the others. 4 

Halfway across the room, her foot caught 
on the edge of a metal machine shaped like é 
giant slop bucket. Her arms flew out as she 
skidded onto the floor, headfirst. } 

She moaned. Lifting her head, she saw thel 
flashlight slide away and roll under. - 
machine. 

Swallowing back the lump in her thrall 
Phoebe stood up and brushed herself of a 
There was no time to get the flashlight. = 

She ran into the darkness. Headed toward a 
glowing red EXIT sign. | 

She hurried to the steel door and pushed it it 
open, bracing herself to make a run for it i : 
the fresh night air. q 

Instead, she found herself in a small bree 


room. Vending machines for snacks, sodas, 
and cigarettes lined one wall. A few tables 
and chairs abutted another. This must be the 
room where employees used to take their | 
breaks, she realized. But what about the EXIT 
sign she’d seen? | | 
Then she spotted enter door lit by @ 
second glowing red sign. [ 
Phoebe ran to the door and tugged. It was 
locked. Dead end. . 
“Phoebe...1 know you’re around here 
somewhere. . .” Griffin’s voice came from the 
_ distance. q 
Phoebe ducked behind a chair. q 
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And listened. | 

She heard pounding footsteps. 

Then a high-pitched gasp. A female voice. 

Did Griffin get one of the girls? 

Cracking open the door she’d come 
through, Phoebe spotted him standing sev- 
eral yards away. He was holding Gina’s 
ankles, trying to pull her down from a motion- 
less conveyor belt overhead. 

“Let go!” Gina screamed, sprawled on her 
back and batting his hands away. 

She rolled over and kicked Griffin in the 
face, pushing him onto the floor. He cursed 
and sprang up promptly. Phoebe watched, 
confused, when he sank back into the shadows. ° 

Then the buzz of a machine started up... 
and the conveyor belt began to move beneath 
Gina just as she was about to scramble down. 

“Whoa!” she cried, falling back onto the 
belt. 

Griffin’s laughter rang out. 

Phoebe saw that the belt was moving 
quickly, carrying Gina toward a shiny, square- 
mouthed machine. 

A meat grinder! 

“Enjoy the ride!” Griffin called. He turned 
away from the control panel and hurried off 
into the shadows. 

Phoebe bolted out of the break room. 
“Gina!” she whispered urgently. “You've got to 
jump off! Now!” 

“I can’t!” Gina shrieked. “My foot is stuck!” 
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She gave her shoe a tug, then fell back — 
again, bouncing along the moving belt. 

Phoebe raced up to the belt. She hoisted 
herself alongside Gina and pulled the girl’s 
leg, but it was no use. Gina’s sneaker was 
lodged too far in the groove. 

Try something else! 

Phoebe ripped at Gina’s shoestrings. 
Tearing. Tugging. Scraping. She wrenched ~ 
Gina’s foot out of the shoe. Then they both ~ 
jumped to the floor. ... , 
A few feet from the whirring, sucking 
grinder. The machine whined as the blades 
sliced through the shoe. 

“That could have been us,” Phoebe said. 4 

“] thought I was dead,” Gina sobbed, col- — 
lapsing against Phoebe. : 

“You’re okay,” Phoebe whispered, hugging 
her. 

Over Gina’s shoulder, Phoebe saw some- . 
thing move. . 

She recognized Jade darting into a corner 
and heard her whimpering. { 

Wheeeee! came the angry whir of a power ~ 
saw. | 

Griffin stepped into the moonlight, the saw © 
resting on his arm like a shotgun. “Come on, — 
Jade,” he called, closing in on her. “I’m not | 
going to hurt you. Really.” 

“No!” Phoebe whispered. She strained to — 
see what was happening. 4 

Gina clutched her arm, trembling at her side. ~ 
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“Where did Jade go?” Phoebe asked franti- 
cally, searching the darkness. “We have to 
help her.” | 

Wheeeee! The saw blasted. 

Phoebe heard Jade’s terrified scream. 

And then there was silence. 


Chapter Twenty-five q 


y 


hat did he do?” Gina whispered to 
Phoebe. “Did he hurt her? He said 
he wouldn’t hurt us!” Her shoul- 
ders shook as she cried. 

Phoebe froze. 

She wanted to tell Gina that everything was 
Okay. 

But she couldn’t. She couldn’t even look at 
her. 

If we don’t get out of here, we’re all going to 
die, she thought. 

Phoebe pulled Gina closer and whispered ~ 
back, “We have to find Dana and look for a 
way out.” 

“What if she’s dead?” Gina asked, her voice © 
trembling. “What if Griffin already killed her?” — 

Phoebe shook her head. “Don’t say that. We — 
just have to find her and get out of here.” : 
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Staying low, clinging to the shadows, the 
girls searched the huge room. The garage 
doors by the loading docks opened electroni- 
cally. Without the remote-control device or a 
code, they were useless. 

Gina found an open window within reach, 
but the drop to the pavement outside was 
way too steep. 

“No good,” Phoebe said, taking Gina by the 
arm and hurrying her away. There was no 
time to waste, with Griffin’s footsteps echoing 
in the distance. They had to keep looking. 
They had to get out. 

They found a door that opened to a stale- 
smelling hallway lined with three doors. 

Gina put her hand on the first doorknob 
and paused. 

“Try it,” Phoebe said. 

Gina did. It opened to a staircase going up. 

They peered up into the shadows and 
looked at each other. 

“Let’s try the next door,” Phoebe decided 
quickly. 

Behind the second door was a supply 
closet. Phoebe frowned and closed the door 
with a quiet click. 

She pulled the third door open. 

A blast of fresh air hit her face. Beyond the 
door was a narrow alley. 

And freedom! 

“Come on!” Phoebe said. “Let’s go get help!” 

“But what about Jade and Dana?” Gina 
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asked. “We can’t just leave them.” 
Phoebe shook her head. “Once we get out, 
we can come back with the police.” 

They flew out the door and ran down the 
alley. Finally, Phoebe saw the end of the alley 
and— 

Dana! 

She sat atop a low brick wall. Her legs 
dangled casually, as if she were just hanging 
out. 

“Dana!” Gina gasped, running up to her 
“How did you get out?” | 

“This is great!” Phoebe ran up to hug her. 

Dana blinked back tears. 

“It’s about time,” Griffin said, popping out 
from behind the brick wall, smiling. “We've 
been waiting for you.” 

“I’m so sorry.” Dana buried her face in her 
hands and sobbed. “He made me sit up here.” 

“Come on,” Phoebe said gently. “It’s all right.” 

“Let’s move it, girls,” Griffin said, poking 
them with a hook as they helped Dana down, 
He hustled them back into the warehouse. 

Phoebe couldn’t tell what time it was, but 
she was exhausted. It seemed they'd been 
running forever, getting nowhere. She needed 
to close her eyes. Rest. Sleep. 

“Where’s Jade?” Gina asked as Griffin tied 
her into a chair in the main room. “We heard 
you chasing her. Whereis she?” ‘4 
“Jade?” He waved off the question. “I let her 
go.” ‘ 
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“What?” Hope glimmered in Dana’s eyes. 
“You let her go?” 

“You saw the way she messed up that 
cheer.” Griffin frowned. “Right, Phoebe?” 

Phoebe closed her eyes and sank against 
her chair. She thought about Griffin’s earlier 
words. 

If anyone messes up—even the slightest bit— 
somebody dies. 

She remembered the earsplitting whine of 
the saw... and Jade’s screams. 

And the chilling silence that followed. 

She was positive that Griffin didn’t let Jade 


go. 


“Wake up!” Griffin’s voice thundered, when 
the alarm he had set rang again through the 
cavernous warehouse. “Wake up, girls.” 

As if any of us could really sleep, Phoebe 
thought. 

Her muscles felt stiff as she twisted against 
the cords wrapped around her body, tying 
her to a chair. 

“Time for another cheer!” Griffin said, 
throwing the cords aside. “Come on, come on, 
come on! Let’s see some spirit.” He clapped 
vigorously as the girls rubbed their eyes. 

“I can’t do this,” Dana complained. “I just... 
can’t.” 

“We’re exhausted,” Gina told him. “It’s the 
middle of the night.” 

“And you made a deal with us, Griffin,” 
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Phoebe pointed out. “You said we only had to 
do four cheers. We did them.” 

“But the last one wasn’t perfect,” Griffin 
said firmly. “That means you still owe me a 
cheer. A perfect one. Otherwise, I'll have to 
kill you. What’ll it be?” 

“Do we have a choice?” Phoebe asked. 

She started a line cheer. “Push ’em back! 
Push ’em back! Waaaaay back!” 

“Push ’em back!” the other girls chimed in, 
going through the motions. They punched the 
air with their fists and lunged forward, then 
stepped back in perfect precision. 

This must look insane, Phoebe thought. 
Three girls cheering in a dark, empty ware- 
house in the middle of the night. 

Cheering for a total psycho. 

Gina shifted her foot over a loose tile. Her 
one remaining shoe caught on the edge. 

“My ankle!” Gina crumpled to the floor, 
wincing from pain. 

Everyone stopped. : 

“Uh-oh. You know what that means,” Griffin 
said in mock disappointment. “It’s such a 
shame. You were doing so well.” 

This is my last chance, Phoebe thought. 

She sprinted across the room, dodging 
meatpacking equipment and ducking under 
the conveyor belt. 

There was a scuffle behind her. 

“Phoebe!” Griffin yelled. : 

But by now she was already in the corridor, 
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yanking on the last door, the one that led to 
the alley. 

This time, though, it was locked. 

Griffin locked it! | 

“Phoebe!” she heard Griffin cry. He sounded 
so close! 

Phoebe threw open another door and 
pounded up the staircase. The upper floor 
was a blur of locked doors and short corri- 
dors and a maze of catwalks and pulleys that 
loomed over the warehouse below. 

One wrong step and she’d fall down into a 
meat pit. 

Something creaked behind her. 

Phoebe’s heart pounded as she spun 
around. 

Was it Griffin? No. The hallway was empty. 

Where is he? she wondered. 

Phoebe tried every heavy steel door until 
she found one that opened. Inside, the room 
was dark and cool and musty. She felt her way 
along the wall, wondering if she could hide 
from Griffin in there. What was this room 
used for? 

She heard the low hum of a machine. She 
passed a vent blowing cold air. Was this a 
refrigeration unit? Was the electricity actually 
on? 

Stumbling along the wall, feeling for a light 
switch, Phoebe felt something sharp jab her 
in the back. 

“What... ?” She reached back slowly, and 
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her fingers closed over a giant hook. It hung — 


from a metal track overhead. 


“This is a meat locker,” she whispered, 


shivering. | 

The humming stopped, and noises from the 
room below filtered in. She could make out 
Griffin’s booming laughter and a haunting 
cheer. 

“Action! Action! We want action! A-C-T-I-O-N!” 

Dana and Gina sounded weaker and more 
frightened than before. And Gina was trying 


to cheer with a sprained ankle. Her friends 


were in trouble. 

I shouldn’t have left them, Phoebe thought. 
I was scared, but I shouldn’t have gone. I need 
to get out of here and get help! 

Phoebe banged into something solid, send- 
ing it swinging back and forth. She reached 
up, her fingers gliding over something cool 
and smooth. 

What was it? 

At last, she found a switch on the wall. She 
flicked it on. | 
And gasped. 


The dim light cast shadows over Jade’s 


stony face. Hanging from a meat hook, her 
body swung like a pendulum. 

Very cold. 

Very dead. 
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ith a whimper, Phoebe tore out of the 
meat locker. 

Pounding down the corridor, she 
heard voices from below. 

She realized that Griffin was still with the 
others, so he hadn’t bothered to chase her 
very far. Because he knows there’s no way out 
of here? she thought. What am I going to do? 

I’ll go to the break room, -Phoebe decided. 
Maybe I can see what Griffin’s doing from 
there. 

“No! Don’t touch her!” Phoebe heard Gina 
shout when she cracked open the door to the 
break room. “You... you promised not to 
hurt us if we finished the cheer perfectly!” 

“But you didn’t,” Griffin said in an eerie, 
matter-of-fact tone. 

“None of us missed a step.” 
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“But Gina limped. And you both lacked 
spirit. Then again, that wasn’t entirely your 
fault. Your captain was missing. You can 
blame her for what’s going to happen to 
you.” 

“What is he going to do to them?” Phoebe 
whispered. 

Her hands balled into fists. What could she 
do? Phoebe glanced around the small room. 
She spotted the cigarette machine. Then she 
gazed up at the ceiling. 

Yes! 

A smoke detector. 

Sliding her hand along the basket of the 
cigarette machine, she found an old book of 
matches. It was worth a try. 

If she stood on top of the vending machine, 
she could reach the smoke alarm. Balancing 
gingerly, she lit a match and held it up to the 
alarm. 

Nothing. 

She lit the entire pack of matches and held 
it against the smoke detector. She held it until 
it burned down to her fingers. 


“Ouch!” The charred matchbook fell to the — 


floor. | 

There was no noise, no sign that the 
matches triggered the alarm. It probably 
doesn’t even work, she thought. 

Feeling discouraged, Phoebe climbed down 
from the cigarette machine. Maybe the build- 
ing had a silent alarm. 


148 


a 
Ay 


Fight, Team, Fight! 


Maybe not. 

A muffled cry echoed into the room. 

What was Griffin doing to her friends? 

Phoebe crept back to the warehouse floor, 
hugging the shadows. 

She saw Gina on the floor, rubbing her 
sprained ankle. Dana was tied to a table, 
squirming against her bindings, wailing. 

Griffin worked nearby at a metal table, 
grinding something. 

Moving closer, Phoebe saw that he was 
sharpening a knife. 

“It’s not like I didn’t warn you,” he said. 
“You were brought here to cheer, and you 
can’t even do that right.” The butcher knife 
gleamed as he checked the blade. 

“No!” Dana screamed, thrashing on the 
table. 

Phoebe couldn’t hang back in the shadows 
any longer. | 

“Wait, Griffin!” she shouted at him, stepping 
forward. 

He wheeled around to see the knife slicing 
through the air. “Phoebe! The prize! You 
know, you are the best cheerleader. Who 
cares about Jade’s triple backflip?” 

“Griffin, you have to stop,” Phoebe said 
desperately. | 

“Are you ready for another cheer?” he 
asked her. “Your friends have no spirit at all. 
How did this squad ever make it to the state 
competition?” 
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I have to hold his attention, Phoebe 
thought. 

“They’re a great squad!” Phoebe shouted. 
“The best!” She saw Gina hobble to her feet 
and sneak up behind Griffin. 

“Oh, yeah? Then how do you explain what 
happened to Jade?” Griffin wanted to know. 
“Why did she mess up, if she’s so wonderful? 
Make that, was so wonderful,” he said and 
chuckled to himself. 

Numb, Phoebe found herself unable to 
speak another word. 

But she didn’t have to. 

Griffin cried out as Gina tackled him from 
behind. The knife fell from his hands, skitter- 
ing across the floor. He tottered but stayed on 
his feet. 

Desperately, Gina dug her fingers into his 
face. | 

Scratching. Tearing. 

Phoebe rushed to Dana, untied her, and 
helped her off the table. 

“Get off! Get off!” Griffin growled. 

Phoebe turned. Griffin was still trying to 
shake Gina loose. 

He wrestled her hands away, then hurled 
her off his back. “Gina!” Phoebe screamed as 
the girl hit the concrete floor. 

Gina didn’t move. | 

“Gina!” Phoebe rushed to her side and 
squeezed her fingers. Gina squeezed back 
weakly, and Phoebe breathed an enormous 
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sigh of relief. She touched the blood that 
trickled from her friend’s head. 

“Just hang on, Gina,” Phoebe begged. “Hang 
on. You’re going to be all right.” 

“I wouldn’t count on that,” Griffin commented, 
looming above them, holding the knife again. 

Phoebe glared at him. “You said you 
weren't going to kill us!” she shouted. 

“So I lied.” He adjusted his grip on the 
butcher knife, then took a few swipes in the 
air. 

“But this was all just a warm-up,” he added. 
“Now it’s time for the real prize.” 

A thunderous crash exploded from the 
loading docks. 

Griffin spun around. 

Something broke through one of the garage 
doors, ripping it off its hinges. The door buck- 
led, revealing the gleaming chrome fender of 
a fire truck. 

“The fire alarm!” Phoebe cried. “It worked!” | 

Two firefighters crawled through the open- 
ing and ran into the warehouse, quickly taking 
in the whole scene. 

“What do you think you’re doing?” one fire- 
man said as he grabbed Griffin from behind. 

The butcher knife dropped, clattering 
against the tile floor. 

Griffin froze, wild-eyed and bewildered. 

More firefighters rushed into the building. 

“Please. Help my friend,” Phoebe begged, 
crouched beside Gina, who was moaning softly. 
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A fireman rushed to Gina’s side. 

Phoebe’s knees gave out and she collapsed 
to the floor. The tiles felt cool against her hot 
cheek as she sobbed. 

There was too much pain, too much hoviee 

“It’s okay,” Dana whispered in her ear. She 
patted Phoebe’s back gently. 

The way a friend would. 


“We're okay,” Dana said. “Everything’s okay — 


now.” She hugged Phoebe and repeated those 
words over and over. 

“Everything's okay. Everything’s okay. .. .” 

She must have said it a hundred times, but 
Phoebe couldn’t stop crying. 

Because she knew it wasn’t true. 

Jade was dead. 

Another senior gone forever. 

And Gina was hurt so badly she might not 
make it, either. 

Life at Shadyside High would never be 
Okay. : 

Never. 
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few weeks later Phoebe hurried down 
the hall toward the locker room, 
touching her cheek where Ty had just 
kissed it. A faint smile played across 
her lips. 

She had finally worked up the courage to 
talk to her parents about letting her date. And 
to her surprise, they had listened to what 
she'd had to say. 

They had to meet Ty formally before they 
would let her go out with him. And they gave 
her so many other rules to follow. But Phoebe 
was glad not to have to sneak around behind 
their backs anymore. 

“There you are, Phoebe!” Dana said, turning 
away from her locker as Phoebe hurried 
through the locker room door. 

“Sorry I’m late.” Phoebe quickly changed 
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-into her cheerleading uniform. She smiled as 
Dana and Sam practiced the words to the new _ 
cheer she’d showed them the day before. 

Phoebe slammed her locker door shut. “I’m 
all set. Let’s go!” 

Laughing and chattering, they walked out 
to the track, where Caitlin and Joey were 
waiting to start practice. 

Dana stopped suddenly. A tear slid down 
her face as she stared blankly toward the 
practice area. 

Phoebe knew why. She’s remembering Jade. 
Jade was never nice to me, but she didn’t 
deserve to die, Phoebe thought with a sigh. 
Nobody does. 

“Come on,” Phoebe said, gently resting her 
hand on Dana’s shoulder. “We can get through 
this.” 

Dana nodded. “Let’s do it,” she whispered, 
and they joined the others. 

“Listen up!” Phoebe called, taking her place 
in front of the group. “We’ve got a lot of work 
to do if we’re going to polish our new cheer — 
for tonight’s game. We really have to perfect 
that mount at the end.” | 

“It isn’t going to be easy to do with just five 
of us,” Joey pointed out. 

“I know,” Phoebe said somberly, thinking of 
Jade again. “But pretty soon, we'll have a 
sixth person back.” 

Wearing a broad grin, she turned in the 
direction of the bleachers. “Did you hear that, — 
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Gina? You'd better hurry and get well. We 
need you!” 

“I’m working on it!” Gina rubbed her ban- 
daged ankle. Her dark eyes twinkled beneath 
the small scar on her forehead. 

She'd told Phoebe that the doctors assured 
her the scar would fade in time. But for now it 
was a chilling reminder of the terror they’d 
faced together—and survived. 

“All right,” Phoebe said, turning back to the 
squad and clapping her hands. “Let’s get into 
position for the new cheer. Are you ready? 
Teamwork—let’s go!” 

“We can't be beat 

Won't meet defeat 

‘Cause when it’s time 

to face the heat... 

We know just what’s the thing to do... 

Teamwork! Teamwork! 

Gets us through!” 
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